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MonTacvus Davenport, ſeeing the 
| ſpirits of his mother and ſiſter deep- 
iy oppreſſed, tried to rally his own, 
o that 


a RATE 
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that they might not have cauſe to 
think he conſidered his ſituation 
by any means a deſperate one.—In- 
deed he found himſelf much better 


ſatisfied ſince he had aſcertained, by 


a very partial and ſanguine calcula- 
tion, that a few days, or at moſt a few 


weeks, would bring him to the fect 


* 


of his miſtreſs. 


INS PIR ED by this idea, he ap- 
peared to have imbibed new life, 
new hopes, new vivacity: he talked 
of his voyage, his journey, his return; 
and aſked Emeline, what he ſhould 


bring her from. Paris ? 


BRING back yourſelf and our dear 
Adelaide! ſhe replied ; I deſire no- 
| thing 


Ja 
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thing ſo much as to ſee you both 
again—and to ſee you together. 


THERE is in the ſoul of man, and 
of woman too, I am perſuaded, an 
active principle, call it preſentiment 
—call it ſympathy—or call it im- 
pulſe—which tells us what to em- 
brace, and what to avoid; it is a 
kind familiar, from whoſe inſtruction 
we ought not to turn away; it is a 
ſentinel ſtationed at the door of our 
hood-winked judgment, by the bene- 
ficent and all-wiſe Deity, to impreſs 
the ſenſitive mind of his creatures 
with the approach of good or evil : 


kind is the warning !—and how 


uſeful ſhould we find it, did it but 
prepare us to meet the good with 
humility, and the-evil with ſubmiſ- 
hon |! 


a. IF 
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Ir it were not for this pre/ertiment, 
how ſhould I be able to account for 
Montague Davenport, when his 
ſpirits were a little arranged after 
his recent diſappointment, taking up 
a book to read whilſt the ladies were 
working, rather than the newſpapers, 
which uſed to be rent, torn, and 
mutilated in their eagerneſs to get at 
the contents of them ſo dear to their 
hearts was every ſcrap of intelligence 
they could get from this ſide the wa- 
ter, in their weariſome pilgrimage 
to another and far leſs beloved coun- 
try ?—-or how ſhould I account for 
his mother or ſiſter not ſaying to 
him, Montague, open the papers ? 


Ax elderly gentleman, diſtantly 
related 


A NGYTT. 5 
related to the family, had been af 
much uſe to Mrs. Davenport in the 
law-ſuit that brought her to Ireland. 
He was eſteemed by them; entruſt- 
ed with the affairs of their hearts as 
well as thoſe of their ſortunes; and 
his young couſins thought him the 
moſt amiable man in the world, bo- 
cauſe he was never tired of hearing 
them talk of Sir William Montre- 
ville and his lovely ſiſter. 


Mx. Conolly (for ſo he was called) 
dropped in upon them in his morning 
rounds: he was informed by Mrs. 
Davenport. of her ſon's intentions to 
leave Dublin the next day, and the 
cauſe on which they were founded. 
—L am glad of it, ſaid he, with: a 


B 3 good- 
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good-humoured ſmile; the man who 
would not take ſome pains for ſuch 
a miſtreſs does not deſerve her. 
—— What have we here? added he. 
The Engliſh papers—unopened too 


— — —— — — ——_ — — 


—this is being in luck. —Let me 
read them now, and it will ſave me 
| the trouble of going to the coffee- 
houſe. He did not wait for periniſ- 
ſion, but opened one of them. 


Tur home news firſt, if you pleaſe, 
my dear Sir, cried Montague; our 
papers are ſo ſtuffed with foreign po- 
licy, that poor domeſtic honeſty is 
almoſt out of the queſtion, 


- 
1 


OW 


WII U a clear, audible voice, Mr, 


Conolly began to read over a num- | 
ber 


4A NOYEL. 7 


ber of engagements in the circle of 
ton for the week enſuing, which were 
pleaſantly ſucceeded by ſeveral anec- 
dotes of faſhion, or, to fpeak with 
greater propriety, of faſhionable peo- 
ple—a moſt excellent ſpecies of 
amuſement this, where thouſands 
are to be diverted at no greater ex- 
pence than the ſacrifice of a good 
name, or blameleſs reputation! Far 
from being gratified by theſe ſort of 
ſquibs and innuendos, the repetition 
of them gave the old gentleman's 
auditors no ſenſation that reſembled 
either delight or approbation—But 
what is the inſtance of three people 
taking no pleaſure in ſuch compoſi- 
tions, to the ninety and nine million 

= ous for 
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for whom they create an infinity of 
entertainment? 


STUFF! cried Montague ; be kind 
enough, my good tir, to paſs over this 
maſſacre of innocence, and come to 
ſomething elſe that will be leſs likely 
to wound the ears of humanity. 


Wirz all my heart, replied Mr. 
Conolly ; here is half a column more 
that ſhall be conſigned to oblivion — l 
would rather ſtand the brunt of piſ- 
tols loaded with ball, than pop-guns 
charged with ſcandal. He then pro- 
ceeded to read of cabinet dinners, 
cabinet diſputes, levee and drawing- 
room. liſt of company; Newgate exe- 

cutions; 
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eutions; elopements; ſome marriages” 
that were completed, and ſome. that 
were expected to take place; when, 
without foreſeeing what was to come 
next, he plunged at once into the fol- 


lowing paragraph: 


ON Saturday evening was landed 
at Dover, the remains of Miſs —— 


Tu name that followed ſtruck 
him dumb !—it was Montreville !— 
He ſtopped—coloured—grew pale 
—turned his eyes to the next column 
tried to recover his voice, and he- 
ſitated ſomething about a robbery.. 


WHAT is that you have miſſed ? 
cried Montague Davenport, ſtarting 


from his ſeat in all the frenzy of pre- 
B 5 ſentiment: 
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ſentiment - Whoſe remains were land- 

ed at Dover? Good God why did 

you ſtop? why are you confuſed ?— 

Let me ſee ! let me ſee it! laying his 

hand on the ſhoulder of the agitated 

reader, wildly caſting his eyes on 
the paper. | 


Mx. Conolly exerted all the ſtrength 
he had left to ſave him from the hor- 
rors of inſpection; he haſtily huddled 
it together, hid it in his boſom, and 
ſtaggered out of the room, leaving 
with Mrs. Davenport and the terri- 
fied Emeline a look ſo full of expla- 
nation, that they were at no loſs to 
gueſs at the extent of their bitter 
misfortune. Montague had flown 
on the wings of deſpair—had over- 


5 taken 
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taken Mr. Conolly had wreſted the 


paper from him —and now returned 
with it in all the rage of diſtraction. 


Sucha day ſuch a night ſuch 
a week - ſuch a month ſucceeded to 
this event! - Gracious Powers ! who 


ſhall affix the limits of an agony like 
theirs? 


AMoNGsTa multiplicity ofreaders, 
fome, I doubt not, have loved a 
friend, and felt for the ſorrows of 
3 that friend as Mrs. Davenport loved 
and felt for Lady Gertrude; perhaps 
too ſome young ladies may have 
boved the companions of their child- 
hood as Emeline loved her Adelaide 
—But who is there, where is his 

B 6 name 
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name to be found in the archives of 
affection, that ever yet loved like 
Montague Davenport ? 


1 TI Havs loved like him! might be 
the honeſt anſwer of many an honeſt 
heart: nor am I inclined to diſpute 
the poſſibility ; I will only aſk, If 
the object of that exquiſite paſſion is 
| no more ?—if the was torn from you 
| 


by artifice ?—if ſhe expired in a fo- 
reign country, at a diſtance from all 
her tender friends, attended only by 
hard-hearted, ſelfiſh, diſtant relations? 
If ſuch was the fate of your miſtreſs, 
and you have a ſoul like Montague's 
ſoul, I am ftriking on the centre of 
its feelings, and the ſtroke will re- 
vibrate. 
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Tux mind of man is always active, 
either to load itfelf with additional 
troubles, or to promote its own con- 
tentment.— Whilſt the fate of our 
wiſhes hang in pretty equal balance, 
we complain of ſuſpenſe, and miſ- 
name it. Montague had ſaid, There 
is no ſtate of ſuch irritable torture as a 
ſtate of ſuſpenſe - Suſpenſe began to 
retreat, and Certainty to advance in 
the form of death in the form of 
eternal ſeparation !—He ſeized on 
Suſpenſe as a companion preferable 
to Certainty, and would not let her 
go till accounts from Sir William ba- 
niſhed every pretence for his detain- 
ing her any longer. 


Six weeks was Montague ſtretched 
on 
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on the bed of ſickneſs, and his diſſo- 
lution hourly expected ! — What 
elſe would have prevented Mrs. Da- 
venport from tranſporting herſelf 
and family to the caſtle ? from min- 
gling their ſorrows with the ſorrows 
of Lady Gertrude? Sir William had 
reiterated his petition that they would 
come to her relief, and not to appear 
cold or ungrateful. Emeline had in- 
formed him of the true condition of 
her brother, and of their own miſery, 
which every day augmented with 
their fears for his preſervation. — 
What a ſituation was Sir William's, 
torn by contending duties ! — On 
one hand, a beloved friend expiring, 
a beloved miſtreſs unhappy—on the 


other, a parent dear to him as his 
Own 
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own ſoul, whoſe very being hung 
upon his preſence! If he withdrew 
this ſupport, ſhe muſt fall to the earth; 
if he did not go to Dublin, he could 
not perform the offices of friendſhip, 
nor wipe away the tears that fell 
from the beautiful eyes of his miſ- 
treſs — What was he to have done, 
thus divided? I hope there is only 
one opinion on the matter, and that 
all my readers are ready to honour 
him for not quitting the couch of 
this dear mother, round which he 
conſtantly and fondly hovered, uſing 


no exerciſe but that of leading her 


about the chamber, when ſhe could 
be prevailed upon to vary her in- 
aQtive poſture, 


CHAP 
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CHAP; II. 


Grief a coward, frightened at the very food which 


offers for its. nouriſhment —IWhat is courted hy 
the happy, is ſhunned by the miſerable—Comfert 
cannot be drawn from the comfortleſs ; neither 
can all women keep a ſecret, or all removals be 


accounted for. 


A B£D-cnaMBer and dreflings 
room were the only apartments oc- 
cupied by Lady Gertrude—ſhe could 
venture no further. Pictures of 
her daughter, by different hands; 
at different periods of infancy and 
youth, hung in, the drawing-room, 
the ſaloon, the library; her fine 
paintings, her pieces of needle-work, 

5 her 
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ker various compoſitions of ſweet 
harmony—all theſe memorials of her 
loſt Adelaide, Lady Gertrude had 
Arength of mind ſufficient to requeſt 
her ſon might not be removed from 
their former ſtations—but to encoun- 
ter the ſight of them, whilſt her 
wounds were yet green, was an ef- 
fort to which ſhe declared herſelf 
unequal, 

# 

OXcz theſe charming productions 
of ſoul-inſpired genius had no com- 
petitor in the admiration of thoſe who 
beheld them, except in the more ex- 
quiſite lovelineſs of her by whom 
they had been executed; the eye 
was neyer ſatisfied with tracing out 
their beauties, or the tongue with. 
Pro- 
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proclaiming them — What were they 
at this period, when the blooming 
artiſt was no more ?—mementos of 
departed happineſs!—now ſhunned 
inſtead of viſited! from which even 
the very domeitics turn away their 
heads with mixed emotions of reve- 
rence and horror. Theſe are emo- 
tions not to be defined !—you muſt 
feel to underſtand them. 


Mas, Grantly, whoſe name has 
already appeared in my ſimple nar- 
rative, had been a fixture at the 
caſtle as long as Lady Gertrude her- 
ſelf, and muſt have been very un» 
fitted to her ſtation, if ſhe had not, 
with much humility, partaken in all 
her ſufferings :. in performing the 
duties 
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duties annexed to her office, daily 
did ſhe witneſs the little probability 
there appeared of any amendment 
in her lady's health or ſpirits. Mr. 
and Mrs. Armatage were conſtantly 
with her, and to them ſhe applied for 
conſolation, in hopes their opinion 
would be more favourable than her 
own—but they could ſay nothing to 
comfort her. | 


Sus next began to conſider what 
could occaſion Mrs. Davenport's ab- 
fence in ſuch a time of need, when 
her preſence might be ſo ſerviceable; 
ſhe did not ſurmiſe the deplorable 
ſtate of poor Montague: Sir William 
had no confidant in that dreadful 
ſecret but his friends at the parſon- 


age, 
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age, who were as cautious as hime 
ſelf to prevent the report of this ſe- 
cond diſaſter: reaching the ears of 
Lady Gertrude; how could they 
tell her Montague Davenport was 
dying—that he died for Adelaide — 


and expect ſhe would furvive the iu- 


telligence ?: 


Wurst this myſtery continued, 
poor Grantly was in a buſhel of 


perplexities what ſhe ſhould do; ſhe 


could not but think, if the two fa- 
milies were brought together, her 
dear lady would' get better.—She 
would ſay to Sir William —Will theſe 
good ladies, Sir, never come back to 
us again? To which queſtion, as oſ- 
ten as it was repeated, he would reply 


with: 
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with ſhort ſpeeches, but kind tones: 
Not yet l- or, Would they were 
able to come Neither was ſhe al- 
ways gratified even by a ſentence 
like this; but her curioſity was forced 
to feed on a deep-drawn ſigh, or a 
ſolitary waving cf the head, juſt as it 
happened that the accounts he had 
received of his friend were more or 


leſs flattering to his ever lively withes 
but ever fluctuating hopes. 


| FRoM Lady Gertrude ſhe could 
neither aſk nor expect information. 
Lady Gertrude ſpoke ſeldom on any 
fubject but the pleaſing one of her 
own diflolution, and of a re- union 
in Heaven to the ſoul of her beauti- 
ful daughter; and on this favourite 


topie 
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topic ſhe was more than eloquent, 
The Davenports were as dear to her 
as ever; ſhe never mentioned them 
without joining together the names 
of Montague and Adelaide: ſhe 
wiſhed they would return, that ſhe 
might ſee them once more, and give 
to the arms of her ſon an amiable 
wife, who would conſole him for the 
loſs of his ſiſter as well as for her 
own; yet ſhewaited their convenience 
for coming to her without impati- 
ence or repining, believing, as Sir 
William told her, that they ſtill wait- 
ed the deciſion of their lawſuit, which 
had been decided in their favour long 
before, though the whole affairs were 
not ſufficiently arranged to admit of 
their return till after the fate of Miſs 

Montre- 
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Montreville was aſcertained, when a 
new obſtruction preſented itſelf in 


the dangerous illneſs of Mr. Daven- 
port. 


Trovcn theſe reaſons ſatisfied 
the calm and reſigned mind of Lady 
Gertrude, they had not the ſame ſa- 
lutary effect on a heart more alive 
to the common tranſactions of the 
preſent world; and when three 
months had elapſed, Dame Grantly 
for, though a lady's woman, ſhe was 


a plain homeſpun body) ſilently be- 


gan to accuſe the Davenport family, 
who, ſhe verily believed, could have 
done her lady more good than the 
doctors, of being leſs diſintereſted 
than ſhe would have been, —What 


are 
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are all the lawſuits upon earth, ſhe 
cried, or all the riches in Ireland, 
compared to my lady's ſatisfaction ? 
I would not do as ſome folks do for 
more than is to be got by it. Once 
vr twice ſhe took it into her head 
that ſhe would go over to Ireland to 
fetch them, particularly when ſhe 
fancied her young maſter's ſpirits 
would never riſe out of his ſiſter's 
grave till the voice of Miſs Daven- 
port recalled them; and ſhe wonder- 
ed how Maſter Montague, who was 
of ſo loving a nature, could ſtay 
away when he was ſo much looked 


for, 


Sux had fo often mentioned her 
diſſatisfaction to Mrs, Armatage, that, 
in 
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in pity to her. perplexities, without 
conſulting her huſband, ſhe told 
her the ſecret of Montague's indiſpo- 
ſition, with many charges not to di- 
vulge it to any body, leſt it might 
come round again to Lady Gertrude; 
which ſhe promiſed never to do, and 
faithfully kept her promiſe. From 
this time her anger was converted in- 
to lamentations; ſhe had dearly loved 
the abſent family, and now that they 
were acquitted of wanting affection 
; to her lady, ſhe loved them bet- 
3 ter than ever ; whillt ſuch accounts as 
were received by Sir William, of his 
4 | friend's condition, were as conſtantly 
# communicated to her by the compaſ- 
ſionate and good-natured Mrs. Ar- 
watage. 


Vol. III. * TIE 
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Tur remains of Miſs Montreville 
were brought over for interment in 


the month of Auguſt; it was now 


the beginning of December—her 
lover had not yet been pronounced 
out of danger, nor had her mother 
received any conſolation but ſuch as 
flowed from the filial piety of her 
ſon, and the unwearied attentions of 
the two dear neighbours, who had, 
from the beginning of her ſufferings, 
ſo tenderly ſympathiſed in them. 
There is hardly, I believe, any mea- 
ſure of affliction fo full but it will ad- 


mit of a few more grains to be preſſed 


into it; and the ſmalleſt reſource to 


which the wretched can apply for 
comfort, taken abruptly from them, 


is, perhaps, more deeply felt than 
the 
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che happy are prone to feel for what 
they call a ſerious misfortune. Lady 
Gertrude had but little to loſe, and 
out of that little could ill afford to 


Z miſs the benign preſence of a pious 


director to that abode ſhe ſo eagerly 
2 longed to inherit; and a ſoothing 
female friend, who ſeemed by the 
tendereſt attentions to ſmooth the 
path of her pilgrimage to that un- 
known country; yet to this loſs the 
4 was obliged to reſign herſelf by the 
= ſudden withdrawing of Mr. Arma- 
x tage and his wife from the pariſh of 
7 Worthenton—lt happened thus: 


= Ons day in the beginning of De- 
cember, when the good parith prieſt 


was very much engaged in bruſhing 


C2 3 
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up an old diſcourſe, or making a new 
one for the following Sunday, his 
wife, tired of ſitting at his elbow, and 
holding her tongue that ſhe might 
not interrupt his ſtudies, ſaid ſhe 
would look in on Lady Gertrude : 
the air being dry, and the evening 
ſtill, ſhe choſe to walk, ordering that 
the carriage ſhould be ſent to fetch 
her home at nine o'clock :—it was, 
however, at the caſtle before ſeven ; 
and the ſervant who came with it 
delivered a ſhort note from his maſter, 
to ſay, he wiſhed her to return as 
ſoon as ſhe could, conſiſtent with 
the commands of Lady Gertrude and 
her own inclinations. It was enough; 
ſhe took her Jeave for that night, and 

went home immediately. 
FoR 
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7 For. that night—ſo ſhe thought 
S on leaving the caſtle but who thall 
| X fay, in taking leave of a friend, when 
tor if ever they ſhall ſee that friend 
again?: — What cauſes this remark 
may be found in the following letter, 
which Sir William Montreville re- 
| ceived from Mr. Armatage early the 
3 next morning. 


ux DEAR FRIEND,, 
Pa rſonage, Dec. 4. 


ON any other occaſion than that 
which now offers itſelf to entice me 
from your. neighbourhood, I ſhould 
ſeverely regret the ſeparation, parti- 
cularly as I am forced by circumſtan- 


ces to take my little woman in my 
C 3 hand, 
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hand, and, above all, that we ſhall 
not have time before we depart to 
bring you our perſonal adieus—Ac- 
cept them, dear Sir, from my pen, 
and convey them to your excellent 
mother, whom we hope to find in 
better health and ſpirits on our re- 
turn, your young friend recovered, 
and that he, Mrs. Davenport, and 
her amiable daughter have joined you 
at the caſtle, You will doubtleſs ſay 
I am looking forward to a long ab- 
ſence, if I expect that all theſe things 
are to be accommodated to my wiſhes 
— Perhaps it may be ſo—it may be 
long—it cannot be very ſhort, —The 
affair on which we embark is not ab- 
ſolutely our own, but we are as 
much intereſted as if it only concern- 


ed 
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ed ourſelves. A friend to whom 
my wife and I are ſingularly attached 
ſtands in need of our aſſiſtance, and 
except we fly to afford it, a whole 
deſerving family muſt be for ever en- 
veloped in clouds of misfortune, 
which, the preſent opportunity once 
loſt, nothing can hereafter ever diſſi- 


pate. Pardon me that I do not men- 


tion the name of theſe friends !— 
I hold their ſorrows too ſacred even 
to make you the confident of them. 
Bear your own burthen, it is heavy 
enough — bear it with manly ſtrength 
—as I am ſure your dear mother will 
ſupport hers with chriſtian fortitude; 
and fear not but God will reward 
you both. — We are going a long 
Journey, but if we can do the good 

Ca we 
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we meditate, it will be a glorious one. 
In the mean time I have taken care to 
provide for my church; my ſubſti- 
tute is a pious worthy man, whom 
I can ventnre to recommend to the 
notice of Lady Gertrude, if the 
ſhould command his attendance. 
The bearer of this is charged with a 
key, which I have uſed the freedom 
to defire you will receive into your 


pofleſhon—I can truſt it with no 


other perſon, as it locks up the moſt 
valuable treaſure I have in my poſſeſ- 
ſion. There are ſome private reaſons 
why I do not deſire that my journey 
ſhould become a ſubject of converſa- 
tion in the neighbourhood, or that 


any body but yourſelf ſhould know 


that my views of abſence are for ary 


longer 
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longer time than a week or two. I 
have taken care that ſuch of my own 
family as we leave- behind us ſhall 
have no cauſe to form a contrary opi- 
nion, as the welfare of the friend to 
whoſe relief I haſten very much de- 
pends on the motive of our journey 
not being diſcovered. God take us 
all into his holy keeping Amen 
and. farewell. 


FRANCIS ARMATAGE. 


SIR. William was ſurpriſed at the 
contents of this letter, not becauſe his 
neighbours were going a long jour- 
ney to comfort or accommodate a 
friend in the whole routine of their 
conduct it was one of thoſe common 

C5. actions 
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actions that create no ſurpriſe; but 
he was puzzled to find out why Mrs. 
Armatage had not hinted their inten- 
tions when ſhe parted from them the 
night before. He called for the ſer- 
vant who brought the letter, and 
learnt from him that his maſter and 
miſtreſs ſet out in a chaiſe and four 
at break of day, attended by a groom 
— that they had taken ſome cold pro- 
viſions and wine in the carriage, by 
which he underſtood they did not 
mean to ſtop on the road for refreſh- 
ment. He afterwards delivered the 
key, which Mr. Armatage had de- 
fired to depoſit with Sir William, who, 
having carefully locked it up, went 


to his mother 8 e to take his 
break- 
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breakfaft in her dreſſing-room, and 
to ſoften, as much as he was able, the 
account he was forced to carry of 
their neighbours ſudden deſertion. 


C6 CHAP. 
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1 C HA P., III. 3 
1 The communication — Hou received - A ſpontane=- 7 


ll ou, ejaculation Great powers of affeftion— 
1 The flill greater ones of love. Au old auoman in- 
new perplexities—A compound letter, which J. 


hope Twill pleaſe the palate of all my readers. . 


ö Lady. Gertrude deſired ſhe might 
hear the letter read to her which 


lf conveyed. the unpleaſant news of. 

— Mr. Armatage and his wife having left 
| the parſonage—Sir. William readily. ® 
i . complied with her requeſt ;. ſhe li- N 


tened with attention, and then ſaid, 
joining her hands in an attitude of 
devotion, I. thank thee, good God! 


that thou makeſt theſe thy excellent 
5 crea- 


5 4 
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ereatures ſerviceable to others as well 
as to me;. they are ambaſſadors going 
on thy gracious meſſage to comfort 
a the afflicted —proſper their undertax- 
3 ing I beſeech thee !—She then ad- 
dreſſed her ſon with more cheerful- 
neſs than he had ſeen her try to exert 
ſince the death of his ſiſter, to con- 
vince him, perhaps, that ſhe ſtood in 


need of no other comforter than him 
ſelf ; talked ſo much of his. dear- 


Emeline, the happineſs ſhe ſhould feel 
when the tedious affairs of that fa- 
mily permitted them to return, and of 
the union to which. all his hopes of 
happineſs were attached; that, as 
long as ſhe continued to. ſpeak on 
thoſe intereſting ſubjects, every ſort of 
zelicity ſeemed within his reach, and 
it 
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it was not till ſhe relapſed into her 


former melancholy that he recolle&- 


ed her own health was not eſtabliſh- 
ed, or the life of his friend Montague 
out of danger ; and all thoſe who 
have had occaſion to count by my 
calculation muſt allow, that preſent 
fears are a heavy diſcount on future 
expectations. 


Mrs. Grantly was the perſon 
moſt tormented by the abſence of 
Mr. and Mrs. Armatage : ſhe could no 
longer hear from that kind lady how 


her favourite Maſter Montague did, 


whether he was getting better or 
worſe. She walked about the houſe 
fretting and fuming—could neither 
eat nor reſt—and at laſt took the reſo- 

5 lution 
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lution of making, as ſhe called it, a 
letter herſelf to Madam Davenport, 
in whom ſhe might repoſe her un- 


eceaſineſs without committing a breach 
of truſt, and expect from her conde- 


ſcenſion to have thoſe queſtions an- 
ſwered which ſhe could no more put 


to Mrs. Armatage. 


AFTER much ſtudy and three days 


7 labour the letter was made; which I 
introduce into theſe pages, rather to 


ſhew ſtrong affections and a good 


Ce heart, than poliſhed language or a 
| well-furniſhed head, 


LE T. 
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To Mrs. Davenpert, at Dublin, in g 
Ireland. : 

— d | 4 
HONOURED MADAM, Y 
9: 


Worthenton, Dec. g. 


I nuMBLY hope that when your 4 
ladyſhip comes back to the caſtle, you 
will not ſay to Sir William or my 
lady that I have had the boldneſs to 
make you a letter; but, indeed, l am 
very miſerable about poor dear $ 
[Maſter Montague, who, Mrs. Arma- 
tage told me in a great ſecret, was 
very bad indeed ſhe 1s gone away 
— ſo is the parſon— God. knows 4 
where; for it was all of a hop that 

they 
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Y they did go [o now I have nobody 


to tell me any thing about Maſter 


Montague, without you, Madam, 
S have the pity to ſend me a line di- 
rected to my own ſelf, becauſe Sir 
William docs not know that I know 
of the dear young gentleman being 
ſick at all; and 1 promiſed Mrs. Ar- 
matage on no account ever to tell 
what ſhe had told me about him: 
ſo pray, good Madam, excuſe my 
boldneſs in making this letter to get 
ſome news of maſter's health. God 
help me! my lady ſeems no better 
than ever, and I don't know which 
way to turn, now the parſon and 
his wife are gone out of the country, 
who uſed to be at the caſtle night 


and day as one. may ſax, and were 
kind. 
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kind company-keepers to my dear 
lady as well as Sir William, I ſee if 
well enough there is no comfort for 
any of us till you come from beyond 1 
ſea, If Sir William ſhould die as % 
well as my lady, what will become Av 
of Miſs Emeline, who loved the very 4 
ground he walked upon ? It runs in 
my head, Madam, that my = i 
young lady will draw every ſoul Þ 
aſter her up to heaven, and here | 
ſhall I be left in this great caſtle like | $ 
an owl in the deſert, and a ſparrow on | 3 
the houſe-top. O Madam ! you cane | 1 3 
not think how much you are wanted | 
—and I cannot help telling you wy 
trouble—if you would butcome when 
Maſter Montague 1s able totravel over | s 
fea, my lady would be comforted, and 
Sir 
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Sir William cheriſhed ; for I do be- 


© FF hve nothing will ever do him any 
: good till he ſees Miſs Emeline again, 

= and till ſhe is running about by his. 
9 ſide, here and there, backwards and 
7 forwards, rain or ſhine, as they uſed 
a to do like two pretty chirping graſſ- 
: 2X hoppers in a ſummer evening. I am 


ready to weep when 1 ſee how pale 

l 2X he looks; but let Miſs once bleſs his 
0 1 eyelight, and we ſhall ſoon enough 
1 | ſee the old colour come into his face 
again. Then think, Madam, what 
a bleſſing it will be to my lady, when 
you are once more ſitting by her ſide. 
My heart is ready to break with la- 
| f mentations; for though ſhe is as 
quiet as a lamb, yet, for all that, ſhe 
is as melancholy as midnight—by her 
| own. 
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own good will the would be always |; 
looking and looking out of the eaſt 
window in her dreſſing- room, but 


Sir William draws her away from 1 
it as often as he can. — Tis very bad 5 
luck that her ladyſhip ſhould take a. , 
liking to this window, becauſe 'tis 3 
the only one that ſhe could look ⁵⁶ 


out of and ſee the old yew trees 
that grow before Miſs's tomb in the 3 
church, and ſhe ſeems to know as 
exactly whereabout it ſtands as if ſhe 
had been at the. dear angel's fune- 
ral! Never ſhall I forget that dole- 
ful hour as long as 1 live !— He that 
| planteth plucketh.— Would it had 
pleaſed God to pluck the weed, and 

„ ſpare the ſweet ſmelling flower !—I 

| could. have. left Madam Johnſon. be- 
hind: 1 
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bind me with a dry cheek ; but it 
was quite another thing when I look- 


ed down for the laſt time on the 
= coffin of my lovely young miſtreſs ; 
for I did ſtep out a minute or two, 
b; '$ juſt to ſee the laſt of her that could 


be ſeen, whilſt kind Mrs. Armatage 
E fat weeping beſide my lady, who 
knew nothing of the matter. Ma- 
dam Johnſon ſtaid at the Montreville 
Arms a month; but Sir William 
would not let her come near his 
mama do not know for what; for, 
to ſay the truth, ſhe did behave very 
handſomely at church, crying and 
bewailing herſelf moſt piteouſly— 
but I do ſuppoſe, Madam, you know 
all this, and can tell too why ſhe was 
not let for to come to the caſtle. I 
hope 
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hope Maſter Montague and Miſs 
Emeline, and your good ladyſhip, 
will all get the better of your trouble, 
and that my Lady and Sir William will 
be the better for your good company, 
and that you will excuſe my boldneſs, 
and that you will ſay nothing about 
it, and that you will all accept my 
humble obedience, and my prayers 
alſo for Maſter Montague's amend- 
ment, and that you will all come to 
my lady as ſoon as maſter is able to 
travel. 


Honoured Madam, 


I am your dutiful ſervant 


to command, 
MARTHA GRANTLY. 


CHAP, 
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C H A P. IV. 


lequence contraſted with fimplicity—T he virtues 
of neither diſcredited by affedtion—The very 
beſt ſpecies of letter-<vriting is to cram in a great 
deal of in/ormation in a little ſpace—T he author 
turns back, and the reader mii follow. 


- = 


L Tu Ar ingenuous ſpecimen of an 
honeſt feeling mind which conclud- 
ed the laſt chapter, though it had 
taken up more hours to compoſe than 
in being conveyed to the head, yet it 
ba! not finiſhed its inland journey, 
3 when another and very different let- 
ter arrived at the caſtle from Mrs. 
Davenpcrt to Sir William Montre- 
= ville ; 
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ville; which, by being inſerted, will 
yield a good contraſt to the former, 
if it affords nothing better. 


LET TEX. 


MY DEAR SIR WILLIAM, 


Dublin, Dec. 7. 


A JOYFUL gleam of hope animates 
and enlightens the drearineſs of our 
proſpects it ſeems to point out a 
path to comfort—a path ſo long 
ſhut out from our view by clouds of 
impenetrable darkneſs. Should this 
divine ray improve upon us, and in- 
creaſe its influence, in a few weeks 
perhaps ſooner - we may be able to 
join ourbeloved friends — when Mon- 


- . tague, 


tague, our dear Montague, though 
dead to his own felicity, may be able 
to take ſome ſhare in what will ſure- 
ly be felt on that occaſion by his mo- 
ther and ſiſter. 


Do you perceive, Sir William, 
that I am making no myſtery of my 
daughter's affection ?—I go ſtill far- 
ther, and, without being abaſhed by 
the fubject, ſhall declare to you, that 
the fate of her happineſs hangs decid- 
edly on her return to the friends of 
her youth, in which number you may 
certainly include yourſelf, without 
committing any crime againſt humi- 
lity. Did ſhe poſſeſs leſs candour 
than yourſelf, I ſhould not think 
her ſo worthy as I now think her of 

Vol. III. D a 


50 THE PACKET : 


the delicate, conſtant, generous at- 
tachment with which you have diſ- 
tinguiſhed her.— But why is it that 
J am interfering in theſe matters ?— 
your hearts, I make no doubt, per- 
fectly underſtand each other, —It is 
becauſe my own heart dilates with 
gratitude, whether I look back on the 
years I have paſſed in the neighbour- 
hood of your adcrable mother, or 
forward to tkole which are ſtill in the 
womb of ſuturity, fraught with pro- 
miſes to my Emeline of a till fairer 
fortune, by uniting her to the moſt 
amiable of mankind, 


YouR letters of the zoth reached 
us but yeſterday; on many parts of 
the paper how eaſily did I trace out 

| where 


It 
e 
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where the tears of manlineſs had 
fallen! Surely there is nothing wrong 
in the expreſſion, for would it not 
be unmanly to withhold the tear of 
ſympathy from the ſufferings of ſuch 
a parent as Lady Gertrude, Eme- 
line and I were almoſt blinded by 
the ſuffuſion of our ſorrows !—But 
Montague !—Oh! think how much 


more touching to Montague are the 


ſufferings we lament—the cauſe of 
them ſo blighting to his youth, ſo fa- 


- 
- 


tal to all his hopes ! His impa- 


tience to be with you 1s greater than 


can be expreſſed, He inſiſts on 


croſſing immediately; there is hard- 
ly a poſſibility to reſiſt che vehe- 
mency, the impetuoſity of his deſires 
— and I cannot tell how ſoon we 

D 2 may 
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may be forced to comply with them. 
— I fear it will be a dangerous 
experiment, and I fear too there 
will be equal danger in oppoſing 
an inclination ſo invincible, ſo 


rooted. 


Tuis being an exact deſcription of 
our preſent ſituation, I have written 
ſome days ago to the perſon who 
takes care of the cottage to get it 
Teady for our reception ; and I leave 
it to your better judgment, whether 
Lady Gertrude ſhould- or ſhould not 
be made acquainted with our preſent 
arrangement ; to inform her that we 
are coming may prevent ſurpriſe, but 
it may alſo create diſappointment, 


My ſon's eagerneſs to be gone is no 
2 proof 
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proof that he will find himfelf equal 
to the undertaking : however, the 
trial, I believe, muſt be made at all 
events, I write this day for a litter 
to wait our arrival at the Head; it is 
impoſſible he ſhould bear the motion 
of any leſs eaſy conveyance. 


ANOTHER packet, and more letters 
from Sir William ! —how good you 
are! how kind! - But are-you not leſs 
conſiderate than kind? Pray bow 
did you find out ſo very ſoon the 
orders I had ſent to my old woman? 
I am ſure ſhe could but juſt have re- 
ceived them, when you took up your 
pen to overturn all my plans of oper- 
ations, —You have told Lady Ger- 
trude we are coming - ou are ſure 

D 3 of 


54 THE PACKET : 


of it, from having ſeen the directions 
J ſent over. You flatter me by ſay- 
Ing your dear mother 1s the better for 
this information. She commands 
me to lay down my intentions of re- 
turning to the cottage ; you ſtrength- 
en her commands by adding. your 
own to them. And why not re- 
turn to the cottage rather than 
burthen the caſtle with my poor 
ſhattered invalid ? —Becauſe Lady 
=» Gertrude, you tell me, is determined 
| to be the nurſe of Montague!—Well! 
| let it be ſo then! I remain gratefully 


ſilent; ever looking back with regret 
to the acquiſition my children have 
made to their fortunes as the cauſe of 
a ſeparation from your mother, at a 
time when our preſence might have 
| . 
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lutary, uſe, tt yh ich t hey, haye. be been 
applied. 
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EMELINE tells mne de Hall be te 
late for the mail if 1 MY any ore. 
She has written you a long "Jeter, 
and I am fatisfied to releaſe you fr from 
further additions to my own, — Oh! 
that a wiſh could waft me to the pre- 
fence of Lady Gertrude !— Adieu, 
my dear Sir William; join your 
prayers with mine, that nothing may 
happen to prevent our voyage and 
Journey, I tenderly embrace your 
beloved mother, and am the moſt 


faithful of your friends. 
E. DAVENPORT. 


94. SEVERAL 


$6 rut PaAckeT: 
SEVERAL months are elapſed in 
which ſpace I have not mentioned 
bow the Honourable Mrs. Johnſon 
contrived to while away thirty days 
at the Montreville Arms, with no 
other ſociety than her two adherents, 
Mrs. Jacquiline Vernon and Mrs. 
Margaret Davis; it is not yet too late 
but that I might ſtep back two or 
three months to give you the neceſ- 
ſary information. To time then let 
us bequeath the taſk of doing as muck 
as he can do for Lady Gertrude, 
hoping he may meliorate the colour- 
ing of her ſorrows, though he may 
not be able to efface them. Let us 
leave Sir William to the joys of ex- 
pectation, with Emeline to bear her 
ſhare in them—to the fond attention 


of 
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his mother I commit Montague 
and every one of them I recommend 
to the protection of Providence, who 
doubtleſs will take care of beings ſo 
amiable and ſo diſtreſſed. I only 
withdraw from them for: a ſhort 
ſeaſon, and ſhall take them up again 
with a great deal more pleaſure than 
[ lay them down. 
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CHAP... VC 


Comparative ſituations the true cordial for a haunt-- 
ed imagination Labour in vain Fortune the 


beft patroneſs, and fate the beſt director - Th 


accompliſhed publican—Excellent entertainment 


— A ſhort apology for a long bill—T he laſt ſpeech 
of a departing gueſ. A lingering look at the 
caſtle, and much intereſting converſation, 


How Mrs. Johnſon contrived to 
while away thirty days at the Mon- 
treville Arms, is not ſo difficult to 
explain as if I had taken upon me to 
account for a fine lady's diſtribution 
of her time from the eighteenth of 


January 
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January to the fourth of June: — her 
avocations from birth-day to birth- 
day, are too numerous, too much 
ſpread abroad, for me to collect them 
together. Mrs. Johnſon had no bu- 
ſineſs with ſeeing, being ſeen, making 
conqueſts for herſelf, or ſpoiling them 
for others all her purſuits were con- 
fined to the pleaſures of the table, 
and all the pain ſhe felt was for the 
loſs of her packet, which misfor- 
tune may be traced back to her ori- 
ginal foible. 


Tux packet was loſt !—ſhe could 
not tell how —and the ghoſt of it 
everlaſtingly haunted her memory, 
except when her old diſorder © of 
head-ſwimming returned—to which 


D 6 com- 


there for complaint? becauſe ſhe 
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complaint ſhe was now every day 
more or leſs ſubject. — Then, in- 
deed, it might be ſaid ſhe was 
truly happy, for it was only in theſe 
fits of giddineſs that the loſt_packet 


did not mix itſelf with the moſt plea- 


ſant of her ideas, 


To judge by the paſſionate excla- 


mations of her grief, at the ill ſucceſs 


which attended all her enquiries and 
offers of reward to re- obtain this trea · 
ſure, one might very naturally fup- 
poſe that the little miſſing parcel con- 
tained more than the value of all her 
other poſſeſſions, It is gone! it is 
gone! ſhe would cry—and I cannot 
tell how. What little reaſon was 
did 
not 
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not know how ?—have not ſome of 
the beſt eſtates in this country gone 
the ſame way, nobody can tell how? 


No man, old or young, who came 
to ſmoke his pipe or drink his pot of 
beer at the Montreville Arms, but was 
offered by the whiſpering Mrs. Ver- 
non herſelf a hundred guineas if he 
ſhould be the fortunate finder of this 
tormenting packet; for not being in 
the houſe, the caſe ſeemed plain 
enough, that it muſt have been drop- 
ped ſomewhere out of the houſe. - 


A. vIEW to this great reward put 

a local ſtop to all labour: Hu- 
bands, wives, children, were diſ- 
perſed over the village, and having 
waſted 


62 THE PACKET: 


waſted in vain their precious hours, 
day after day, when they returned at 
night to their cots, inſtead of finding 
their induſtry crowned with a ſmok- 
ing meal, the poor tired creatures 
crept ſupperleſs to bed, with one 
only hope remaining, that they ſhould 
be in better luck ſome time or other, 


TEE only two labourers that were 
not employed in the ſcramble, and 
who never heard any thing either of 
the loſing or finding this magnificent 
treaſure, were Richard and Sarah. 
Adams, who picked it up ſome 
months after, and carried it to the 
parſon of the pariſh, not knowing 
the rewards annexed to the diſcovery, . 


had they put it into the hands of 
Mrs. 
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Mrs. Vernon. —Their profound ig- 
norance in this matter muſt be ac- 
counted for, or it may appear altoge- 
ther unnatural, 


THe reward, indeed, had been 
offered to every body except them- 
ſelves, and the reaſon why they were 
omitted was extremely plain. and 
ſimple. —They did not frequent the 
hotel, but fetched their little can of 
brown ale, when convenient to in- 
dulge beyond the luxury of ſpring: 
water, from the Bird in Hand, whence: 
they could get it a farthing cheaper, 
becauſe that houſe was not ſo faſhion- 
able as the Montreville Arms.—And 
why they had not heard their- 
neighbours talk. about the great re- 

ward. 
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ward they were in purſuit of, pro- 
bably proceeded from a motive by 
which more than half the world are 
actuated not to choke the path of 
fortune, by filling it with competi- 
tors, who have as good a title to her 
favours as themſelves. —Fortune 1s a 
fantaſtical deity, often turning aſide 
from thoſe who run to meet her, and 
dropping in upon others who do not 
expect her viſits, It was the whim- 
fical goddeſs herſelf who laid this 
choice packet in the tuft of long 
graſs, bidding it lie ſnug, and not ſur- 
render into any other hands than: 
thoſe who made it their capture. 
How many unſubſtantial guefles- 
have already been made to find out 
what this packet contained? Curio- 


ſity 
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ſity muft feed yet a while on the ſame 
airy food—I cannot go out of my 
way to appeaſe its appetite. A read- 
er and a child may be eaſily over- 
fed: ſtarve them a little, and after- 
wards any thing will reliſh, even if 
it be only a cruſt of brown bread, 
or a cup of cold water! I would 
bid him to a much better entertain- 
ment, but cannot think of letting the 
cat out of the bag, till I have prepared 
her to ſhew you ſome ſport, In the 
mean time, if you are not ſatisfied 
with the repaſt that now waits for 
you at the Montreville Arms, I ſhall 
declare with all the humility of a 
caterer, it muſt be your own fault, 


Mrs. Vernon, beſides the advan- 
tage 
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tage of foreign birth and foreign 
education, M in all other reſpects 


a moſt accc:.upliſhed publican : ſhe 


was a little woman, and aftable to all 
the world, except to the landlord of 
the Montreviile Arms, who, being a 
peaceable man, and honoured with 
the title of her huſband, was content 
to wave any demands cuſtom might 
have given him to her civilities, that 


the whole large ſtock of them might 


be expended on the good of their 
houſe, 


Ms. Vernon ſpared neither trou- 
ble nor expence to enliven the hours 
that her patroneſs choſe to ſpend in 
rural felicity : — Earth, ſea, and air, 
were made to contribute their great- 


eſt 
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eſt delicacies to furniſh out her table; 
and the wines if they had any fault, 
it was that of being too good, or at 
leaſt too potent: yet, for all theſe 
choice things, fo diſintereſted was the 
provider, that ſhe actually made an 
apology, and laid the blame of extor- 
tion on her huſband, for the very in- 
ſigniſicant ſum of only one hundred 
and fifty pounds; which Mrs. John- 
ſon very readily paid, the morning of 
her departure, aſſuring her timid 
hoſteſs, if it had been twice as much 
ſhe ſhould not have thought herſelf 
charged too heavily ; which kindneſs 
Mrs. Vernon could only anſwer with 
her tears, ſeeing the kind lady juſt 
going to ſet her foot on the ſtep of 
the carriage—But ſhe ſtopped ſhort 

| to 
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to obſerve the affection with which 
her friend and her Abigail were bid- 
ding each other a thouſand fond fare- 


wels, and ſaid to them, with the 


- moſt condeſcending grace in the 


world, I am ſorry to part you, but I 
am married, have a huſband to pleaſe, 
and children to take care of, who 
will no longer do without me ; then 
putting her mouth cloſe to the ear of 
Mrs. Vernon, ſhe whiſpered ſeveral 


things in ſo ſoft a voice, that only 
two or three words eſcaped, and theſe 


ſo disjointed that very little more 
than —packet —monument —and — 
remember—was to be made out of 


them, 


Sven were the parting ſounds 
that 
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that fell from the lips of Mrs. John- 
ſon I- and, as ſoon after as poſſible, 
ſhe was whirled through the beauti- 
ful village of Worthenton. 


Now through this village there 
were two roads, either of which ſhe 
might have taken, and her choiee 
was decided in favour of that which 
lay neareſt the caſtle—ſo very near, 
indeed, as to command a full view of 
the windows of the turret apartment, 
where the ill-fated mother of Ade- 
laide nurſed the viper of anguiſh in 
her boſom, ſtriving to hide it as much 
as ſhe could from thoſe who would 
have cruſhed it by the united force 
of affection, philoſophy, and religion. 


COoN- 
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CONSIDERING that Mrs. Johnſon 
muſt have known herſelf to be the 
remote cauſe of all the miſery that 
had fallen on the head of this com- 
fortleſs parent, it appears ſtrange ſhe 
{ſhould have ſtruck out of the direct 
and neareſt road, merely to paſs by 
the caſtle ; it was poſſibly meant to 
prove that ſhe had committed no in- 
tentional outrage againſt the peace of 
her relations, who had not noticed 
1 her by a ſecond meſſage in the whole 
time ſince ſhe had taken up her 
reſidence at the Montreville Arms— 
the intercepted note from Mrs, Mar- 
garet Davis to Maddamoſello Jacky- 
line having ſtopped all communica- 


tion from the moment it was deli- 
VvVered 
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vered by Mr. Armatage into the 
hands of Sir William Montreville. 


Hap Mrs. Johnſon coldly and 
\ deliberately committed any ſecret 
ſin to deſtroy the happineſs of this 
once happy family, then might this 
inclination of hers be eaſily account- 
ed for: Experience muſt tell every 
reader, as plainly as it has ſpoken to 
me, that thoſe who injure you will 
alſo inſult you if they can, 


Tre lady's woman ſometimes 
knows better than the lady's phy ſi- 
cian how her pulſe beats, and the 
exact temperature of her diſpoſition 
— when to adminiſter ſweets, bitters, 
or acids, and how to regulate the 


5 pre- 
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preſcription according to the exi- 
gence of the moment. — Mrs. Mar- 
garet Davis (to inſtance this remark) 
perceived ſomething in the inquiſi- 
tive ſcowling eyes of her miſtreſs, 
as ſhe approached near the caſtle, that 
made her immediately direct her 
own with equal eagerneſs towards 
the turret windows, where ſhe hoped 
to find a remedy to calm the diſor- 
der which was now quickly over- 
ſpreading the countenance of her 


good lady. 


THERE ſhe is! — There is Lady 
Gertrude, Mem 


WuꝝRE, child? — Where is ſhe? | 
and Mrs, Johnſon thruſt herſelf | 
quite 
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quite out of the ſide glaſs, to contem- 
plate felicity in ruins, 


Sir William had juſt drawn his 
mother from her favourite window, 
whence ſhe could ſee the priſon- 
houſe that encloſed the cold remains 
of her darling daughter ; he had led 
her to another that fronted the road, 
his arm tenderly ſuſtained her faded 
form, and her pale cheek reſted on 
his ſhoulder, 


ALARMED by the Johnſon livery 
preceding and following the carriage, 
Lady Gertrude would have retreated; 
—but meeting the impertinent glan- 
ces that were directed full upon her, 
both by the lady and the lady's maid, 

Vol. III. E her 
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her languid cheeks were inſtantly 
ſuffuſed with a fluſh of retroſpection, 
in which terror was predominant. 
Uttering a faint ſcream, ſhe would 
have fallen to the ground, had not 
her ſon ſupported her in his arms — 
She tried to ſpeak, but could only ſay, 
Let me not ſee her!—and, whilſt 
Sir William was ſoothing and afſur- 
ing her that nobody ſhould intrude 
into her preſence, the coach moved 


ſlowly by the caſtle gates. 


TRE head and ſhoulders of Mrs, 
Johnſon were not drawn back into 
the vehicle as long as ſhe could be 
gratified with feaſting her eyes on 
the emaciated figure of Lady Ger- 
trude !—but, the moment it diſap- 

peared, 
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peared, being properly reſeated, ſhe 
burſt into a loud: laugh, which if it 
had any meaning, the expreſſion of 
it was ſomething between rage and 
exultation ;—and being duly con- 
ſtrued by the attentive Abigail into a 
permiſſion, that ſhe might ſpeak her 
mind freely without fear of offend- 
ing, ſhe alſo laid hold of the ſuppoſed 
indulgence—and ſhrugging up her 
ſhoulders, in imitation of the lady 
kerſelf—I thinks, Ma'am, ſaid ſhe, 
her ladyſhip looks for all the world 
like a ghoſt, 


SRE looks full of ſpite, retorted 
her miſtreſs, ſcornfully toſſing her 
head, and with more ſpitefulneſs of 

E 2 voice 
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voice than ever entered into the bo- 
ſom of Lady Gertrude. 


MARRY come up !—as your lady- 
ſhip ſays, ſhe looks as if the could 
eat one.—A body might think your 
ladyſhip had murdered Miſs Montre- 
ville, inſtead of taking care that ſhe 
wanted for nothing. I ſhudden have 
thought of ſuch airs for my part— 
and then I hates hypocrites. —I never 
won't believe that all this here fuſs is 


about her daughter. 


"Nor at all, Davis, or ſhe would have 
gone about and enjoyed herſelf like 
other folks by this time: no! no! 
her grief has its root in another cauſe 
— tis 
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77 
— tis not the girl, but the girl's for- 
tune that ſhe is pining after, 


Yes, Ma' am- aud as I believes 


BELI EVE! Why it is paſt a doubt. 
They are altogether a pack of baſe 
deſigners, who, having bewitched 
my grandmother (an old fool as ſhe 
was), and robbed my poor ſon of his 
birthright, now throw dirt in my 
face, and are ready to conſume me in 
the flames of their own envy, becauſe, 
forſooth, that dear boy's fortune is 


turned back into its own proper chan« 
nel, | 


AND to my thinking, Ma'am, there 
can be no more properer channel. — 
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So what ſignifies the matter of right? 
might will always overcome right. 


Sror! cried her affable lady, 
with an air of impatience, I was not 
talking about right or might—Let 
me have no more of your ſtale pro- 
verbs. 


LA! Ma'am, I begs pardon, and 
dont deſign to ſay another word 
about that there thing. I am ſure 
a more properer or a more hand- 
ſomer gentleman than young Mr. 
Johnſon is no where to be ſeen of a 
ſummer's day ; it would have been a 
thouſand pities if ſuch a gentleman, 
who knows how to ſpend his money 
like a gentleman, had been cheated 


out 


A NOVEL. 79 


out of it by his own relations too. 
—T defy Sir William Montreville to 
hold a candle to my young maſter 
for beauty and portlineſs. 


INDEED, Davis, he is the pride of 
my heart - but do not mention that 
vile Sir William I hate him worſe 
than a toad. —T ſhall tell my ſon howꝗ-I 
have been uſed by the caſtle trumpery; 
and if he does not fight that inſolent 
puppy, I diſclaim him: he may be 
the ſon of his father— but if he is a 
daſtard, heſhall benoſon of his mother. 


La! Ma'am, your ladyſhip ſets my 
blood all over in a tremble. Now, 
to my thinking, Ma'am, wodden it be 

E 4 more 
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more better, if there muſt be ſighting, 
that maſter's papa ſhould fight, 


Hz !— was the conciſe and only 
reply beſtowed on this eligible pro- 
poſition, This Ze was pronounced 
in ſuch a manner as not to convey 
any diſapprobation to Mrs, Davis; 
and the ſmile which attended the ex- 
clamation encouraged the waiting 
gentlewoman to proceed in her courſe 
of obſervations, 


Becavse, Ma'am, I thinks if ſuch 
a fine, tall, clever gentleman as young 
Mr. Johnſon was to fight and be 
killed, as moſt likely he would, for I 
have heard ſay the faireſt always goes 
| 5 firſt 
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firſt to the wall we ſhould loſe the 
flower of his ſet. And vrhat would 
become of your ladyſhip? You would 
die of grief as ſure as I am now 
living. But if his papa was to 
ſight Sir William, it would be all the 
difference in the world. 


Wir ſuch fort of confidential 


chit chat did the travellers amuſe 
themſelves, until they were ſet down, 
in Groſvenor Square — but as I do 
not attend them beyond the village 
of Worthenton, a great deal muſt be 
leſt to the imagination of others, that 
cannot ſupply from my own. I have 
been too long out of the track already, 
not to feel impatient before I regain 
it: I therefore leave Mrs. Johnſon, 
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and her entertaining companion, to 
purſue their town avocations ; and 
ſtepping forwards more than two 
months, find myſelf once more in 
Dublin, perſuaded I ſhall in that 
ancient city meet with ſome tolera- 
| ble ingredients to furniſh out another 
chapter, 
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CHAT Vi 


Subterfuges —Conſequences — Diſappointments — 
Obduracy —Conſultation —Compromiſe —Pre- 
farations—{fforts' and other reaſons, beſides 
mutability, for a change in the diſpoſition of 


dl. 


Arnrzapy you know that Mrs. Da- 
venport had informed Sir William 
Montreville of her defign to make the 
attempt of removing her invalid ſon 
to the ſoil after which his ſoul pant- 
cd, He had aſſured her that he was 
capable of making the voyage, and 
that if he ever recovered, it mult be 
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in his native air, and in the ſociety of 
his deareſt connexions.— This, he ſaid, 
but ſaid it to deceive; he had no de- 
fire to live with his friends; the 
moſt fervent of his wiſhes was to 
die in their preſence, and to be bu- 


ried by the {ide of Adelaide. 


- OTHER artiſices were practiſed to 
the ſame end. —Montague had ex- 
erted all that remained of glimmering 
exiſtence; he had trimmed up his 
lamp of light, though almoſt extin- 
guiſhed; he had borrowed ſpirits from 
the gloomy hope that lay concealed 
in the ſecret receſſes of his heart, — 
It was theſe appearances by which his 
mother was actuated to take the ne- 
ceſſary ſteps for their return to Eng- 
land: 
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land: the fineſſe was innocent; ſhe 
was equally miſled and elated by 
them ; but though ſucceſsful in the- 
ory, the practical performance had 
nearly been fatal. He had aſſumed 
a part that nature would not aſſiſt him 
to perform he relapſed with increaſ- 
ing ſymptoms of danger; and other 
letters were difpatched by Mrs. Da- 
venport, to expunge from the mind of 
Sir William the dear expectations 
ſhe had given him leave to entertain 
two days before. 


In doing this ſhe did not enlarge, 
on her own melancholy ſituation, 
becauſe ſhe wiſhed to ſpare as much 
as poſſible any additional cauſe of 
concern to thoſe friends, whoſe bur- 

then 
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then was already too heavy—a ſen- 
timent which mercy's ſelf pointed 
to Lady Gertrude; ſhe therefore 
only mentioned in general terms her 
ſon's total inability at preſent to un- 
dertake a voyage and journey of ſuch 


magnitude, regretting that their ef- 
forts muſt be deferred a little longer, 


and until there ſeemed ſome chance 
that they might ſucceed. 


MBs. Davenport, in her anxious 


haſte to ſend away this laſt epiſtle, on 


the contents of which Montague had 
not been conſulted, forgot to coun- 
termand the orders ſhe had given for 
a litter to meet them at the Head; 
and before the omiſſion could be 


rectified, or indeed before it occurred 
to 
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to her recollection, her ſon renewed, 
with more fervour than ever, his ſo- 
licitations to be conveyed to the caſtle 
— His weakneſs was nothing—his 
complaints were nothing—he ſhould 
get rid of them all if indulged, or 
fall their martyr if oppoſed. 


Tk phyſicians were conſulted ; 
they allowed it was a deſperate ex- 
periment, yet not ſo much to be 
dreaded as the irritable ſtate of mind 
he would fall into if abſolutely con- 
tradicted; for theſe reaſons they en- 
tered into a ſort of compromiſe with 
his impatience, and he agreed to 
poſtpone what it was impoſſible for 
him to accompliſh, Eight days 
was the lateſt time he would grant 

to 


88 THE PACKET: 


to convaleſcent purpoſes ; and one 
of the faculty, at the requeſt of his 
mother, conſented to attend him on 


the voyage. 


Mxrs. Davenport, who had taken 
away the hopes Sir William muſt 
have entertained, ſo flattering to a 
loyer, did not write to renew them ; 
not being able to perſuade herſelf 
that this new plan would: be carried 
turther than juſt to make a trial of 
her ſon's ſtrength, which muſt even- 
tually terminate in diſappointment ; 
and had Sir William himſelf witneſſ- 
ed the embarkation of his friend, 
ſmall muſt have been his hopes that 
he would ever have landed on his. 
native ſhore. 


Tun 
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THE day arrived—the hour was 
at hand—the baggage depoſited on 
board—and the phyſician fitting by 
the bed-ſide of his patient, ready to 
aſſiſt him, if Montague perſiſted in 
what the man of ſcience declared to 
be an attempt againſt his judgment, 
and againſt all ſpeculative probabili- 
ties. Montague, the obſtinate Mon- 
tague, did perſiſt, though three times 
he fainted in the operation of having 
his cloaths put about him though 
his hands were covered with the 
tears of a deſpairing mother, and a 
kneeling ſiſter, both praying him, 
that for their ſakes he would deſiſt 
from his purpoſe !—On all other oc- 
caſions Montague had been the moſt 


ſubmiſſive of ſons, the moſt indulgent 
of 
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of brothers—on this he was more 
ſelf-willed than a woman !—Such a 
change on ſuch a diſpoſition it is no 
more eaſy to account for, than why 


man, in his own nature, is not inva- 


riably good, or decidedly bad, always 
docile, gentle, complying, or un- 
changeably ſtubborn, headftrong and 
refractory : if there is any better 
reaſon to be made than man's muta- 
bility, it may be found in this fad 
truth, that ſince the death of Miſs 
Montreville, Montague had been 
tired of life, and would have got rid 
of it on any terms ſhort of ſelf- de- 
ſtruction. He had none of thoſe 
hopes that feed the fantaſies of lovers; 
they were blaſted in their very bud: 
he loved Lady Gertrude —he dearly 

* loved 
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loved her: — Sir William was the 
brother of his heart; but his eager- 
nels to touch the Britiſh ſhore was 
once more to behold with his eyes 
the repoſitory that contained hig 
ſoul's treaſure, then to cloſe them for 
ever, and be placed in the ſame tomb 
with the deareſt of all dear creatures. 
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£nbarkation—THumanity—=God fifter = Diſinter. 
efted counſel— Heavy eyes —Broken flumbers— 
A terrified mother — A wiſe phyſician—A lucky 
criſis Letter -writing — Leave-taking—And 
a journey begun, | 


STRETCHED on a mattreſs was 
Montague Davenport, the very ſha- 
dow of a very ſhade, borne by ſix men 
to the water's edge A ſcene ſo 
intereſting is ſeldom witneſſed, and 
never to be forgotten, Familiar with 
danger, and inured to ſituations that 
commonly do not ſoften the heart of 
a ſailor, were the rough tars, who, in 

their 
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their arms, carried their poor ſhatter- 
ed paſſenger over the ſhip's fide, and 
would have ſhewn more ſteadineſs 
had the veſſel been ſinking at ſea, 
than when they conveyed him into 
the cabin, from which they afterwards 
retired, caſting many a kind look on 
the object of their care, and the diſ- 
treſſed family by whom he was at- 
tended. | 


EMELINE had fat up by her bro- 
ther the preceding night; nothing 
could prevail on her to leave his pil- 
low as long as there was any hope 
that ſhe might be able to prevail on 
him to delay his purpoſe a little lon- 


ger the leaſt ſelfiſh counſel ſhe could 
give him, when it is remember- - 


ed, 
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ed, that, by his perſiſting in it, ſhe 
would be ſo much ſooner reunited to 
him who was inexpreſſibly dear to 
her, —but the riſk of her brother's 
life was too great a ſacrifice to be 
made even to Love and Sir William 
Montreville. | 


SOON after they were got on board, 
Doctor Grant, the phyſician who 
went with them, thought, from the 
heavineſs of her eyes, that he was 
likely to have more than one patient; 
and when ſhe had ſeen her brother 
laid quietly on his bed, he inſiſted on 
her retiring to another cabin, and 
trying to get ſome reſt. For Mrs. 
Davenport's ſake if not for your own, 
ſaid he, you muſt ſubmit to be guided. 

2 It 
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— [Tt is enough for her that one of 
you are ſick at a time; another inva- 
lid would be more than we ſhould 
know how to manage. She took 
this advice in good part, and went to 
do as he had bid her, 


SOME time after Emeline was re- 
tired, the tenderly officious mother 
of Montague, ſeeing him more com- 
poſed and ſatisfied than before his em- 
barkation, began to look abroad with 
a ſort of ſanguine expectation, which 
very much reſembled the moſt de- 
lightful certainty. She was not miſ- 
taken—he felt himſelf indeed better 
fatisfied—he experienced all the. lux- 
ury of a devotee to melancholy—ſhe 
was the goddels of his idolatry, and 

his 
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his fancy delighted to deck her with 
a thouſand graces! To lovers like 
Werter and Montague every thing 
changes its nature—ſadneſs is joy 
and pain is pleaſure.— There are 
no ſweets in hope, and no bitterneſs 
in deſpair! — Melancholy may be 
ſhunned by the happy, but it will 
ever be the choſen companion of the 
wretched. . 


Hz had juſt taken a cordial from 
the hands of this affectionate mother, 
when he fell into a kind of ſlumber, 
which at firſt ſeemed tranquil enough. 
— After a calm which laſted half an 
hour, every inſtant brought with it 
a degree of reſtleſſneſs that perpetu- 
ally augmented ; he till ſlept, but his 


eyes 
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were only half cloſed, and the whites 
viſible; convulſive ſpaſms tortured 
his frame and the groans that eſca- 
ped him in this Rate of forgetfulneſs 
aſſumed a language of their own, 
which told thoſe who were anxiouſly - 
watching round his couch, that his 
was not the repoſe of eaſe, but rather 
the death-like _ of exhauſted na- 


ture. 


Lr us awaken him ! cried the 
alarmed - parent. — By no means, 
Madam, replied the doctor; a crifis 
is at, hand, and he muſt not be diſ- 
turbed.— His fingers were on the 
pulſe of his patient .AS he delivered 
this opinion. 
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Goop God! what is it you tell 
me, Sir? what criſis is at hand? 


Fon heaven's ſake compoſe your- 
ſelf, Madam! your affections are too 


ſuſceptible for your peace; the criſis 


Jam waiting for is more likely to 
prove favourable than otherwiſe an 
abſceſs has been forming near the 


lungs from the ficſt appearance of 


your ſon's indiſpoſition, and in 
twenty minutes I expect, by the 
tone of his pulſe, it will relieve it- 
ſelf. 


AN abſceſs! ſhe repeated—Gra- 


cious Providence! and is it poſſible 
that in his preſent ſtate of weakneſs 
he ſhould furvive the diſcharge? 


Ir 


2 
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Ir. is more than poſſible, it is ex- 
tremely probable, replied the doctor; 
who, if he ever held back his opi- 
nion, it was never ſuch a one as 
could afford conſolation to the friends 
of his patient—The whole human 
race have their diſlikes, their aver- 


ſions, and their antipathies ; | ſome 


ſcream if a mouſe paſles by them— 
ſome faint ar the touch of a ſpider— 
and ſome at the fight of a roaſted pig! 
Neither was the doctor without his 
peculiarities — but it was none of 
theſe : he could brave every diſguſt- 
ing object in the creation better than 


the ſight of a fellow - ereature in af- 


fliction, to whoſe diſtreſſes he could 
not adminiſter conſolation. 
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Ix is more than poſſible, it is ex- 
tremely probable !—I give the re- 
petition of theſe words as. a proof of 
his humanity, and ſhall follow it up 
with .another which will -do equal 
Honour to his profeſſional ſkill :— 
Within five minutes of the time he 
Had predicted the event happened, 
and before the day cloled Montague 
was not only pronounced out of dan- 
ger by his friendly phyſician, but in 
the immediate road of a ſpeedy and 
perfect recovery. 


| WHAT a ſentence this for a mo- 
| ther, the half of whoſe exiſtence 
hung on the. life - of this beloved 
youth, and for a fiſter who would 
have yielded up the * faireſt of her 
pro- 
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proſpects,and the deareſt of her hopes, 
if by the ſacrifice of them ſhe could 
have added to his preſervation! 


IN NAT E comfort, ſuch as Mrs. 
Davenport and Emeline now enjoyed, 
is a counterpoiſe againſt the com- 
mon evils to which all living beings 
are liable, whether at home or abroad, 
on land or on the water. Storms, 
contrary winds, and a lengthened 
paſſage, neither alarmed their fears, 
nor diſcompoſed their tempers. On 
the third day they diſembarked at the 
Head, without, complaining of fa- 
tigue, that the voyage had been te⸗ 
dious, or of bad accommodations. 
In the reſtoration of Montague wag 
included all the repoſe, all the calm, 
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all the ſunſhine, all the joys, all the 
conveniences that could have attend- 
ed the moſt proſperous and expedi- 
tious adventures: it is certain they 
were never before ſo happy, and per- 
haps for this ſimple reaſon, that they 
had never before been ſo miſerable. 


As ſoon as they landed, Mrs, Da- 
venport loſt no time in appriſing her 
friends at the caſtle of the fortunate 
event with which their voyage had 
beenattended,andthatthey nowſhould 
very ſoon meet their embraces ; but 
could appoint no time, as it would yet 
require many days of reſt before her 
ſon would gain ſtrength ſufficient for 
the journey, having an invincible ob- 
jection to ule the litter provided for 

; him, 
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him, and being determined to travel 
in her carriage, which ſhe was en- 
deavouring to have made as commo- 
dious for him as it could be made. 
 Tr1s' letter Sir William received, 
and the Davenport family ſtaid on 
the health-recruiting party long 
enough to get his anſwer. Perhaps 
there may be ſome who will cry out, 
Why had* not Sir William been 
his own meſſenger, and flown on the 
wings of love to meet Emeline? I 
anſwer, that the pinions of love were 
clipped by the edge of duty, and he 
would not fly from his mother, even 
to meet the woman who was to be 
his wife! If there are ſtill any who 


will accuſe him on the ſcore of want- 
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ing affection for his miſtreis, I am 
not of the number; neither was Eme- 
line, bec-uſe he, had acted by near- 
ly the ſame principle in perſuading 
her brother not to leave Dublin, when 
the would have given any leſs price 
thau his health for one peep at the 
caſtle, and another at the dear own- 
ers of the caſtle. 


Docror Grant did not take his 


leave of the family till he had Teen 


them ſeated in the carriage, and, with 
his own hands, placed his patient in 
the beſt poſture of eaſe he could de- 
viſe; when being, as he well de- 
ſerved, moſt liberally rewarded for 
his long attendance, he ſhipt himſelf 


on board the packet, and left his 


friends, 
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friends to purſue their Journey by : 
ſhort ſtages ; a preſcription that did 
not agree with Montague's impatience 
to reach that ſpot where ſtood the 
mauſoleum which held the aſhes of 
Adelaide, with which he hoped his 
own would ſoon be mingled. — 
—This was his private ſentiment, 
his mother and ſiſter had already ſuf- 
fered too much on his account for. 
him to make them partakers of it. 


Two days before they left the 
Head, Mrs. Davenport had again 
written to Sir William, and fixed the 
time when ſhe thought it was likely 
they ſhould get to the caſtle ; but 
this letter. by ſome fatality. or other 
never came to his hbanß cg 
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C HAP. VII. 


Geod advice thrown away—A tempeſiuous night 
e clock ſtrikes twelve—Repentance tos late 
—T be fall of Cerberus — His exclamation awhen 
down— His petition when riſen Violent effefis 
produced on the nerves of a lover, by the ringing 

of a houje-bell— A great deal confuſſon; and 
a young lady run away with. 


8 Grant's advice reſpecting 
long reſt and ſhort ſtages was totally 
reverſed by Montague's impatience 
to contemplate the thrice hallowed re- 
poſitory of all he loved in life, and all 
that he wiſhed to be united to in 
death! Short reſt and long ſtages ha- 


ſtened their arrival at the ſummit of 


his 
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his forlorn expectations: on the third 
day (or rather night) of their inland 
peregrinations, they reached the vil- 
lage of Worthenton. 


Mxs. Davenport, who had all the 
reaſon in the world to ſuppoſe, after 
her laſt letter to Sir William, that 
their preſence could at no time be 
unexpected, did not oppoſe her ſon's 
inclination .of driving —_—_ to the 


caſtle... | F 


Thx weather had been remarkably 
mild for the laſt week in December, 
and the moon : favourable to light 
them on their journey, till they were 
within five miles of completing it; 
when ſuddenly the heaven-ſuſ- 

| F6. pended . 
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pended lamp became almoſt inviſible; 


a thouſand dark clouds rolled ſucceſ— 
ſively over its illumined countenance, 
black as the fate of Montague; pale 
thunder and flaſhes of red lightning 
joined their terrors to heighten thoſe 
which agitated the minds of the tra- 
vellers as they approached nearer to 
the habitation of Lady Gertrude. 


IN the midſt of this terrible ſtorin 
they found themſelves at the caſtle- 
gates - juſt as the ſteeple clock ſlowly 
and ſolemnly announced the mid- 
night hour, every ſtroke of which was 
anſwered by one more deep and me- 
lancholy from within the walls, where 
ſolitary ſilence ſeemed to reign, un- 
moleſted by cheerful ſounds or cheer- 
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ful objects; not ſo much as a glim-- 
mering light from any of the win 
dows held out its little aid to animate 
the gloomy horror of the ſeene. 


MoNTAGUE groaned as he re- 
clined his ſinking head on the boſom 
of his weeping ſiſter, whoſe own ap- 
proaching happineſs was loſt in the 
profundity of his miſery. Mrs. Da- 
venport ſuppreſſed the emotions of her 
equally lively, equally tender feelings, 
to ſay ſomething that might comfort 
her children. Nature may be aſſiſted, 
but ſhe will not be forced; and the 
words of conſolation expired unform- 
cd on the lips of their parent, who, too 
late, repented her indulgence in bring- 
ing them into ſuch a ſcene at ſuch 
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an hour; ſhe would now have re- 
called it, but before ſhe could expreſs 
her orders to be carried to the. inn, 
one of the ſervants had alighted from 
his horſe, and was gone up to ring 
at the caſtle-gate, in purſuance of the 
lateſt orders. given him, and that he. 
ſhould do it gently, ſo that Lady Ger- 
trude might not be diſturbed if ſhe 
ſhould be. gone to reſt. . 


THe old porter, juſt riſen from his. 
bed, ſtalked towards the inner gate, 
and cautiouſly opened it; he had 
not taken off his night- cap, and in- 


his hand carried a lantern, which 


he held up to the footman's face, 
whilſt he demanded. what family he. 
belonged to, who. would venture. 

; them 
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themſelves out at ſuch a time of 
night, and in ſuch tempeſtuous wea- 
ther. | 5 


Do you not know me; Maſter: 
Biſhop ? ſaid the man—We are all: 
come here :—here is my lady and 
all of us thank God! they are ſafe 
enough - but we that ride are wet to 
the bone — ſo let us. in as faſt as you. 
can. 


BIS HOP, who had lived twenty- 
five years at the caſtle, was ſo uſed. 
to Mrs. Davenport and her young 
people,. that, next to the principals. 
within his own. walls, they were 
nearer to his honeſt heart than any, 
other created beings ; he could not- 
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* 


hear that they were now actually at 
his gates, and preſerve his pace or his 
equilibrium; in mending the one he 
loſt the other, his foot ſlipped, and he 
had nearly fallen under the carriage 


wheels. 


Wu he came up to them, Mrs, 


Davenport was giving orders to the 


other ſervant to bid the coachman 
turn about and go to the Montreville 
Arms; the old porter had heard part 
of theſe orders before he could reco- 
ver from his proſtration, and cried 
out with all his force Stop a minute, 
Madam! — Stop a minute! I ſhall. 
let you in in an inſtant.— He had 
jumped on his feet, and was now 
ſtanding by the coach- ſide. - 

. My 


A NOVEL. 113 


My good friend, I am glad to hear 
your voice, though I cannot ſee you, 
ſaid Mrs. Davenport. Vou muſt 
let us go now, Here has been ſome 
miſtake—I have written to your 
maſter, but find we are not expected 
—we {hall throw you all into confu- 
hon ; if we get out, we will fleep at 
the village, and come agaia here early 
to-morrow. 


 Gop > fbrbid that your ladyſhip, my 
young lady that is to be, and my 
young maſter that ſhould have been, 
ſhould turn away from my gates, like 
unwelcome gueſts, to ſleep under any 
other roof, —If I was to do ſuch a | 
thing, there's an end of the poor old: j 

| Porter, | 
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porter, and another would ſoon 
enough take my place. 


WaHiLsT the lady and the porter 
were thus contending, Sir William, 
who was not yet gone to bed, though 


retired to his chamber, had heard 


the houſe-bell ring, and ſtarting at 
the ſound, opened one of the 
ſhutters, threw up the ſaſh, and 
repeatedly called out to. aſk who 
was there: but the ſtorm was ſo high 
that his voice could not be heard 
any more than he could hear the 
ſound of the carriage-wheels, and 
which had not been diſtinguiſhed by 
him. His heart whiſpered him he 


knew not what; it was a. ſweet tale 
that flattered the deareſt of his hopes, 


and. 


A NOVEL, 115 


and however improbable it ſeemed, he 
gave it inſtant entertainment. 


NoTiiNG but the flight of a bird 
could equal the rapidity of his motion 
as he deſcended the ſtairs, nor did he 
ſtop even to breathe till he had reach- 
ed the porter's hall: his own ſer- 
vant had followed him down, and 
began to fear his maſter was gone 
diſtracted for what was there in the 
houle-bell ringing at an unſeaſonable 
hour, to alarm a man of his valour 
and conſequence? and ſure enough 
the idea of a miſtrefs coming to the 
door of her lover at midnight, and, as 
might be ſaid, in a whirlwind, could 
never have entered the brain of any 
body but a lover. 
| | Tur 
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Tux door of the hall was open; a 
guſt of wind: put out the candle Sir 
William carried in his hand, without, 
knowing what he was about—he 
had juſt taken it from his ſervant; 
being in the dark, he liſtened for a 
moment, and heard the porter call. 
out in a loud voice, Indeed, Madam, 
L muſt go and tell Sir William! 


Tur are here! they are here! 
cried. Sir William Rouſe the ſer- 
vants ſend me all the aſſiſtance you 
can—but do not let any body go 
into my mother's chamber. Theſe 
commands were incoherently iſſued: 
as he followed the ſound of Biſhop's 


voice, which did not miſlead him, 
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Hut brought him to the haven where 
he would be. 


I HEAR you, my beloved friends 
I now hear you ſpeak, cried he; you 
are come, and my felicity is ſealed 
But where are you, how ſhall I ſee 
you? whett is my adorable Emeline? 


I AM here, ſaid Emeline, and 
would come out to you this moment; 
but our dear Montague is ſo bad that 
I cannot move from him — his head 
reſts on my ſhoulder, and he is as 
cold as ice. 


Had not your Honour better take 
my lantern, cried Biſhop, and look 
at Miſs a bit, before we can get the 

1 ladies 
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ladies and Mr. Montague into the 
houſe. | | 


Six William would certainly have 
embraced the offer, if, juſt as the good 
porter made it, the carrigge had not 
been ſurrounded by a multitude of 
flambeaux, held by as many ſervants, 
at the head of whom Mrs. Grantly 
preſided, her perſon in diſhabttle, but 
her countenance adorned with every 
ſort of gem that can pourtray what 
are the moſt valuable treaſures of a 
feeling, honeſt, grateful heart, almoſt 
ſpent in wiſhing for that time which 
was now ſo happily arrived. 


Mus. Davenport ſtepped from the 
* 
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carriage —Sir William received her 
in his arms with a truly filial but 
haſty embrace, and then extended 
them with the fond hope that ſhe 
would be followed by her daughter: 
but Emeline was not to be moved 
from her ſeat, till her brother had 
been firſt taken out; he had not at- 
tempted to ſpeak, which ſilence they 


had partly attributed to the ſhock of 


his ſituation, and partly to- the weak- 
neſs of his frame, and the fatigue of 
travelling; but when two of the men 
went in to aſſiſt him from the car- 
riage, whilſt his mother ſtood at the 
door to receive him, they found he 
was unable to help. himſelf, and that 
he had fainted on.the boſom of his 
ſiſter. 
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Tux ſcreams of Emeline, when 
ſhe heard what was his ſituation, and 
fancied it even worſe than it really 
was, might have pierced a ſoul of 
_ adamant,— What then was the effect 
you can ſuppoſe they produced on / 
Sir William ? There were ſo many 
in the coach, and about the ſtep, that 
his paſſage to her on that fide was 
entirely barricaded ; but he flew to 
the other fide, and burſting the door 
with ſo much violence as to ſeparate 
the lock from its hinges, he forcibly 
dragged her from the hold ſhe had 
taken of her brother, and carried her 
into the houſe ; nor was ſhe even 
miſſed by her mother, u ntilMontague 
had been alſo conveyed thither. 


Si 
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Six William, having placed Eme- 
line on a ſofa, bathed her hands 
with many and mixed tears of joy, 
grief, rapture, and apprehenſion ; 
and beſought her, for his ſake, to 
moderate her fears, which could not 
adminiſter to a brother's repoſe, but 
might deſtroy a lover, whoſe lite 
depended on her health, her happi- 
nels, and her affection for him. — 
By arguments ſuch as theſe he re- 
called her to ſome degree of calm- 
neſs —left her in the care of the wo- 
men, and went back at her eager re- 
queſt to give his aſſiſtance, where ſhe 
told him it would be much more 
uſeful, though not ſo dear and 
Hattering as ſhe acknowledged his 
goodneſs and tenderneſs were to her- 
el. 5 
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Wuo ſhall fay what were the 
ſeelings of Sir William Montreville, 
when in the ſaloon he met the dear 
companion of his infancy - the friend 
of his youth the lover of his fiſter 
dying for that ſiſter - and borne on 
the arms of his attendants, in a ſtate 
of inſenſibility—his mother, with a 
fortitude all her own, holding his 
hand—and Grantly weeping over 
his pale face, letting her tears drop on 
his temples, as faſt as the hartſhorn 
with which ſhe was bathing. them ? 
Sir William's feelings are not 
to be deſcribed, but there are 
many, I hope, who will underſtand 
them. 


i 
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CHAP. IX. 


The open door —T he piture—The relapſe—The l 
bed-room—T he invalid — he embrace—The fl 
bleſſing The hoftage—T he an | 


I 
reader; and the writer. | | 


A poor ſtood open—this door led q 
to the drawing-room :—lIt was un- f 
fortunate, miſerably unfortunate, that q 


here ſhould hang a full length picture 4 
of miſs Montreville —and that here, i 
in the general confuſion, Montague 
Davenport ſhould be conveyed for 
the reſtoration of his ſenſes: nor 
was the error found out till after he 
had recovered them ; when, fixing 
his eyes on that fatal object, he called 
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out on the name of his fainted Ade- 
laide, and fell again into his former 
ſtate of ipfenfibility. 2 


A 
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SIR William 8 him, 3 in this 
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relapſe, to be conveyed into his own 
bed-chamber ; i and ordered another 
to be ' prepared f for himſelf, though 
he did. not take poſſeſſion of it chat 
5 nicht- neither did the ladies leave 
the pillow of this beloved Montague, 
before they ſaw, him reſtored, com- 
poſed, and comforted. 

Ie was paſt four Seldek wh when 
Mrs. Davenport retired from h her 
ſon's 8 apartment, followed by Eme- 
line : Sir William conducted them 
to the door, and committed them to 
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the care of Grantiy, with n many fond 
expreſſions of fear for their health, 
and repeated charges to the good 
woman, that their reſt might net be 
diſturbed, « or any foot ſuffered | to ap- 
proach near the doors of their apart- 
ment, until their bell ſhould ſummon 
the attendance of their own women, 
Mrs. Davenport embraced him 
with a heart full of unſpeakable gra- 
titude, for his goodneſs to her ſon 
and themſelves. Emeline, with a 
ſweet bluſh, which enlivened the 
cheek of penſive beauty, ſaid to him, 
extending one of the faireſt hands in 
the world, God bleſs you, dear Sir 
William, I fee you love us all as well 
as ever. —She gave him no time to 
reply ; ; he had only an inſtant to im- 
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preſs one haſty kiſs on the lovely 
gift ſhe preſented—for, as if ſtruck 
with the freedom of her ſhort ex- 
preffion, ſhe * hurried away, bu 
not without leaving behind her 4 
Hoſtage of her ſoul's good faith: 
this hoſtage was 'a look ſo rich in 
Promiſe, that Sir William imprifoned 
it in his heart, nor would ever diſ- 
miſs it from thence, even after Re 
had received the bleſſing for which 
it had been left in pledge. 
SHORT as had been the abſence 
of Sir William from the fide of Mon- 
tague, he found him on his return 


fallen! into a profound and quiet ſleep. 
: —He put himſelf i into an attltüdé of 


obſervation to watch his llumbers, 
and 
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and employed his thoughts wholly 
on Emeline, and the laſt fugitive look 
with which ſhe had entruſted him, 
—His ſick friend, his ſtill unhappy 
mother, whoſe afflictions would, at 
firſt, be rather augmented than me- 
liorated by the return of theſe dear 
ſtrangers, whom the was to embrace 
the next morning : theſe contempla- 
tions, which would ſometimes, ob- 
trude themſelves, raiſed certain medi- 
tative ſcenes, gloomy enough; but 
theimage of Emeline produced flaſhes 
of joy, which ſhewed like _ of 
fire in ning darkneſs, - , 


1 AM conſcious that I ſhall haye 
readers. of many deſcriptions, and 
that exery one of them has a richt 


T6 G + to 
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10 be fatisfiet In their own way ;— 

but what ſignifies this adele 
when J eannot do what ought to be 
done? Of th&{& who love tb read 6f 
hait-breadth eſcapes and marvellous 
tranſitions, I can only beg; that tliey 
will wait with patience till Fam in 
a diſpoſition to gratify them. To 
others, who delight only in tlie gay 
repreſentation of diſſipated life; and 
faſhionable manners, if they ſhould 
be diſcontented with my ſimple 'nar- 
ration of domeſtic ſituations, 1 all 
tell them they are unreafonable, to 
expect from my pen Tents” that 
would neither pleaſe nor "improve 
them. What is called the great 
world is a treacherous ocean, ollie 


boſom of which are failing many 
. ſeeming 
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ſeeming delights, but if overtaken, 
they will be found nothing more than 
diſguifed dangers—falſe friendſhip— 
falſe love—ligs uſurping the form 
bowels of myſtery— and all uniting 
to deſtroy whatever does not partake: 
of its own nature. — I have marked, 
the crooked features of deception 
i know exactly where the rocks and: 
quickſands of hypocriſy are ſituated 
—L haye, no pleaſure in rehearſing; 
them, and. will {et you an example 
in my on future conduct ,eltablybed. 
by the leſſons of experioncę, not t 
look for conſtaney in the hue of the 
chameleon, or to gather the roſe. of, 
friendſhip . from: that. tre. e 1 
lien Gs . know: 
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130 rut racxEr: 
"know 134! the mow: envy” ha has once 
harboured. | a 


"Ix another: Wer of Widder ſhould 
find fault with me becauſe I dwell 
400 long ön the diſtteſſes 'of chöſe 
characters I have introduced to cheir 
acquaintance, let it be conſidered 
as ſome extenuation of the offence 
with which J may be charged, that 
whatever colouring the mind has 
received from good or bad fortune, 
will reflect itſelf in ſpite even of our 
beft endeavours, on whatever buſineſs 
the mind is at all concerned. The 
hopes that have been ſhipwrecked, 
may ſtill lift us above deſpondency, 
but are not a focus to attract lively 
ideas, 
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ideas, ox to draw, a fenen the rays 
of cheerfulneſs. heart that has 


4 - 


been wounded by treachery, and 
Aadened by,afyerbty, chooſes rather 
to aſſociate. with, plaintive- ſorrow, 
than feſtiye mirth. From this ſingle 
motive I ſhall purſue the beaten path. 
before me; and having, made you, all 
| tpeQators, willingly or ,ynwillingly, 
of a yery pathetic ſcene, I ſhall aftgr- 
wards try if ſomething better may 
not be found cut for Tour, further 
entertainment. Ri Ie 
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bu PE bef Ke f the 3 2 ; 
an old weman on his own erraud Lover 
meſſage received, and his meſſenger rewarded— 
4A church preferred to any other ſpectacle, and 
a party of friends miſtaken for a gang of 


bie us 5 18 ba 


Moxracvs flept ſo ſoundly after | 
the fatigues of his journey, and the 
extreme agitation he had fallen into 
on his arrival at the caſtle, that when 
Lady Gertrude's hour for breakfaſt 
called Sir Wilkam from the ſide of 
bis friend, he left him ſtill in the arms 

"ITY | of 
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of repoſe, and ſtole ſoftly out of the | 
darkened chamber, 


Tu firſt perfon he met wag 


Grantly, and the firſt queſtion he | 
aſked was how the ladies had e [ 
and if they were $16 a | s } 

„As T E ITY =o k 


\Þ 


'Lo ro Bel ſhe replied, Mi Eme- 
line is handſomer than ever, 2nd 
looks quite like an angel this morn- 

# 21782 121 > 

Hr . hold =» the old "Ps. 
3 ade: A chat ever A eee 


eee deer Grantlpy. | 
faid 
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ſaid he, is my charmer up? — is ſhe 

ready? will ſhe admĩt me to ſee her, 
to ſpeak to her, before 1. 8⁰ to my 
mother? 


Oh! dear Sir, believe not — ſor 
Miſs is but half dreſſed yet. — She 
ſent me, and ſo did her mamma, 
to liſten at Maſter Montague's door, 
and if I heard any body about, they 
bade me go in and alk how he did; 
and above all to give their love, To 
hoped you did not find yourſelf the 


worſe * Tous up all _ 


Ars you” fare W e de red | 
71 10 


* love to me, Grantly by 1 5 81 


a 


iz only to her brother that be fe 
u ſo you have perhaps ae 
bet 
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her meſſage; becauſe the civiny Hoped 
I had not e ys en Ane 
to him: 


1 


82 9 
1 
12411011. 


HEAVEN help me, Sir! — how 
could I be confuſed about the meſ- 
ſage, when I had the very words from 
Miſs Emeline s OWL mouth: Ing 


I whit 255 * a. 27 ii 
he pleaſantly, if you can repeat ther 
exactly as wi oi were _ "oP 
Ref" 55 

{3 I £] . 11 '4 ay 4 vo 

I Don'T deſire fee or reward, Sir, 
for what I et can as eaſily tell yo as 
I could n my e catethiſm—T had Joſe 
taken up my, lady— „o. 


9% e 3 nth, 


T HAT 8. 
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- T'AT's true, interrupted. Sir Wil- 
liam, I have forgot till now to aſk 
you how my dear mother does this 
morning? | 

Sur is near about it, I think,.Sir;. 
but when you have told her the 
ladies and Maſter Montague are come, 
by God's mercy, I hope we ſhall ſee 
_ leſs e fi 


ik now go noi ſo your 
had juſt taken up my mother — 
What then, dear Grantly ? 


Way, Sir, when I had _ 
poor lady into the dreſſing-· room, 
and placed her at that terrible * 
dow, where ſhe will always ſit when 


you 
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you are not in her ſight, I aſked if 
1 ſhould go and ſend up your man 
to ſay breakfaſt was ready; fo took 
that opportunity to ſtep in and ſee the 
ladies, who I knew muſt be getting 
up, as they had ordered themſelves 
to be called exactly at ten o'clock. 


It was too early, cried Sir William 
but tell me what they bade you ſay 
when they ſent you to enquire for 
Mr. Davenport. 8 


Firſt, Sir, Miſs Emeline's mamma 
deſired I would be ſo good to liſten, 
as I told you before; and if you go 
in, ſaid He, and your maſter ſhould 
be with my ſon, give our love to him, 
atid tell him we hope he will fend 

— L you 
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you back; with; good. accounts of his 
own health, and, the health of his 
friend. And have you no ward, Mil 
Emeline, ſays Id to ſend to my young 
maſter ? I ſhould like to carry him 
your love as it were by itſelf, becauſe 
when it comes in a lump with any 
other body's it is never ſo much 
thought of—I faid this to make Mis 
ſmile; for indeed, Sir, if you had not 

ordered me to ſpeak out, I. did not 
mean to tell you how 3 1 Tod 
made. 


Lov are a good creature I ſhould 

be ſorry if by this liberty you had 
incurred Miſs Wenge anger. 
11d . . 

Turxr was no fear of that, Sir: 

| | lo 
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ſo you would have ſaid if you could 
have ſeen how good- natured ſhe 
looked — how kindly ſhe took me 
by the hand — and how ſweetly ſhe 
ſaid to me Les, dear Mrs, Grantly, 
you may give, and I charge you not 
to forget it, mamma's love and mine 
to Sir William, and tell him, we 
hope he does not find himſelf the 
worſe for ſitting up all night And 
now, Sir, added ſhe, you have 
got the whole contents of my 
budget. 4 | 


Ap] think it worth double the 
purchaſe-money I offered, cried he 
in an eeſtaſy of gratified love, forcing 
the honeſt bribe upon her reluctant 
acceptance; and now ſending her 
1 back 
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back to tlie ladies with fuch a meſ. 
ſage as could not fail to ſatisfy them, 
both on Montague's account as well 
as his own, he went directly to his 
mother, deſiring the ladies would 
come into her ante-room, that he 
might conduct them to her preſence 
the moment he had broken to her 
that they were rel in the 
houſe. 


SixR WILLIAM found Lady Ger- 
trude ſitting exactly in the ſituation 
Grantly had deſcribed, with her head 
reſted on her hand, and her eyes 
fixed on the village church. Hearing 
the door open, and gueſſing it was 
her ſon who was coming in, ſſie 
haſtily drew them off, wiped away a 
tear 
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tear that had been engendered hy the 
ſolemn ſuhject of her contemplation, 
and, role up to meet. him, withica 
mile, that Was the true child of fond- 
nie hut, Pope read to joy. 
117 ia; O36 90109 
He ks: po as: was always 
hiscuſtog to do; and, leaning on his 
arm, ſhe fat downat the breakfaſt-table 
by the fire-fide.—1I fear, ſaid he, my 
dear mother, you have reſted ill to- 
night: I hope I may be miſtaken ; | 
but J Sink r you look more HE 
than uſual. ,_ 
2979, 111 Dil | | 
- DURELYy ſaid A you muſt 158 
beep diſturbed, by the tempeſt as 
much.as L Was I never heard any "= 
| ching ſo tremendous: — then look- 2 
55 ing 
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ing in his face, ſhe- added, Dear 
William, you make me ſuppoſe, by 
your deranged appearance, that you 
have not been in a bed ſince we laſt 
parted: if you have lain down, you 
have certainly taken no ſleep. But 
pray now tell me, was there not 
ſome accident that e in the 
houſe laſt — 


Uro my honour, not that I have 
heard of, he replied per is i mo 
ſurmiſe ſo ? p 

TE truth- is, my . [nplbeches 
it was the work of imagination or 
reality I cannot tell; but I thought 
I heard ftrange noiſes beſides what 
were occaſioned by the ſtorm - peo- 


ple 


* » * —— „ ry 
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ple walking about —deors ſlapping 
voices and even cries ſeemed to 
aſſail my ears. I conſidered my own 
vapouriſſi habit, and how many fpec- 
tres melancholy delights to create— 
or J ſhoald certainly have alarmed 
you with the ſound of my bell, un- 
der an idea that we were beſet with 
thieves, and even that they had en- 
tered the walls. 


Lou heard us then, ſaid Sir Wil- 


liam, though I took every precaution 
that could be taken to prevent it. — 
Be not alarmed, my dear mother. It 
was not thieves by whom we were 
beſet; but it was the ſincereſt, ten- 


dereſt, beſt-beloved of friends by 


whom your walls were invaded. 
OB! 


6 
! 
F 
l 
. 
f 
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Ou! exclaimed ſhe, and are they 
come? is Mrs. Davenport, is Eme- 
line, is Montague? are they, indeed, 
arrived? 


Al. L! all, my deareſt mother; but 
for God ſake be compoſed, or I will 
never let them behold you, if I think 
their preſence will create agony in- 
ſtead of producing comfort ! 


AGONY ! repeated ſhe, how little 
do you yet know of my heart, Wil- 
liam! All that I can feel of additional 
comfort from what you adminiſter, 
I ſhall find in their ſociety : all that 
I can feel of agony is paſſed ; ſo let 
me ſee them immediately ; for I am 
more than impatient to embrace 


them. 
THERE 


i 
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THERE is a certain ſtage to which 
the human paſſions may go; beyond 
which they cannot paſs. Lady Ger- 
trude's were arrived to this higheſt 
point of ſenſibility; here they reſted; 
and now ſhe could look round her 
with a calm fortitude that gave even 
the appearance of apathy to every 
object that preſented itſelf before her. 
Adelaide was gone for ever; hap- 
pineſs had gone with her; and it 
was only the death of her darling 
ſon that ſhe would now have thought 
worthy to cloſe the rear of her accu- 
mulated miſeries; from that trial ſhe 
fervently prayed to be ſpared: for 
all other promiſcuous-events, of good 
or evil, her mind had mechanically 
prepared itſellt. 

Vor. III. 11 CHAP, 
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G HAP. XI. 


It is too mueh, cries MiſeryIcan bear more, ſays 
Fortitude Interview the firſt —T he chronoli- 
ger—Interview the ſecond —Compaſſion effef- 
ing what- philoſophy could not have effected 
No t&te-a-tetes—A pleaſant companion—The 
chronologer---and a good-night. 


Is deſpite of the firmneſs which ex- 
quiſite grief had eſtabliſhed in the 
mind of Lady Gertrude, it received a 
conſiderable ſhock, as ſhe held in her 
arms the beloved friend of her early 
days, the partaker of her moſt fortu- 
nate hours — as ſhe ſaw at her knees 
the 
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the gentle Emeline, and felt her hands 
covered with the tears of her loſt Ade- 
laide's dear and beautiful companion. 
It is too much! ſhe cried ; almoſt 
too much !—yet I am able to bear 
more; let me go through the whole 
pleaſing, painful, penetrating inter- 
view at once. Where is Montague? 
Let me preſs him to my heart—that 
diſtinguiſhed Montague who was 
beloved by my Adelaide - that miſer- 
able Montague who has for ever loſt 
his Adelaide. 


Ir it is underſtood how deeply 
every one of this little party were in- 
tereſted in the ſorrows of Lady Ger- 
trude, it would be folly in me to ſet 
about deſcribing what were their ſen- 

H 2 lations 
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ſations when ſhe called upon them 
to bring into her preſence the lover 
of Adelaide: they put her in mind 
of his indiſpoſition, and did not con- 
ceal the ſituation in which he now 
lay, in the next apartment to her 
own. —I knew, ſaid ſhe, as if the 
idea brought with it a melancholy 
ſatisfackion— 1 knew how it would 
be with poor Montague! — Ought 
we to with, , added ſhe fervently, 
preſſing the hand of Mrs. Davenport, 
that ſouls ſo wedded, who lived but 
for each other, ſhould even in death 
be. +2464, E 1 


Thaw e of 1 1 
had been ſo lately and ſo nearly de- 


prived of this dear ſon, well as ſhe 
loved 
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loved her friend, was too ſelfiſh a 
parent to coincide with her opinion, 
and too ſincere to put on the appear- 
ance of adopting it ; ſhe therefore 
remained ſilent, affectionately preſſ- 
ing her lips on the cold cheek of 
Lady Gertrude, 


SIR WILLIAM, who had been 
long accuſtomed to the ſoul-piercing 
plaintiveneſs of his mother's lan- 
guage, anxiouſly fixed his eyes to 
watch what effect it produced on the 
ſpirits of his gentle love; and ſeeing 
her face bathed in tears, her boſon 
heaving with ſighs, he fell at the feet 
of Lady Gertrude, and uniting her 
hands with thoſe of Emeline, pleaded 
their mutual claims to her affection 

H 3 with 
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with ſo much energy—their mutual 
dependance for happineſs on her ex- 
ertions to conquer the grief that op- 
poſed it, with fo much eloquence— 
bringing to her memory the promiſe 
ſhe had once made him, with ſo much 
exactneſs, that ſhe acknowledged, 
and again ratified the engagement, 
weeping over her beloved children, 
bleſſing and embracing them; and 
when they all ſat down to breakfaſt, 
if ſhe was not the moſt cheerful, it 
could not be diſcovered that ſhe was 
the leaſt happy of the domeſtic 


Party. 


SIR WILLIAM was elated by the 
viſible change on the ſpirits of his 


mother; and to ſee that ſweet ſere- 
nity 
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nity returning, which he feared would 
be fatally driven from the boſom of 
his charmer, he could not conceal 
how much he triumphed in the con- 
queſt he had gained over the moſt 
ſtubborn ſentiment a ſuſceptible mind 
can entertain: his vivacity came back 


to him; his eyes ſparkled with tranſ— 


port; and Emeline thought ſhe had 
never ſeen him look fo amiable or ſo 
handſome. 


SIR WILLIAM and Miſs Daven- 
port afliſted each other in pouring out 
the tea, and preſenting it to their 
comforted parents ; and once or twice 
ſhe had nearly ſcalded her delicate 
fingers in rectifying his blunders, of 
which he made a hundred, and apo- 


H 4 logized 
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logized for them, by laying all the 
blame on her awkwardneſs. Lady 
Gertrude {miled ; ſo did her friend; 
and Emeline ſeemed to be much bet- 
ter pleaſed than if he had charged 
all the errors he committed to his 
con account. 


SIR WILLIAM'S man, whom he 
placed in the fick-chamber, to bring 
him intelligence as ſoon as his friend 
awakened, now came with the long 
expected meſſage; and the whole 
party, except Lady Gertrude, paſſed 
immediately into his apartment : ſhe 
indeed was anxious to go with them ; 
but her ſon mildly over-ruled her 
inclination, by hinting his wiſhes 
that Montague might firſt be pre- 


pared to receive her, 
Ther 
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Tux found him ſo much refreſh- 
ed by the long ſleep he had taken, 
that they were not able to prevail on 
him to have his breakfaſt in bed. —TI 
am impatient, ſaid he, to throw my 
ſelf at the feet of Lady Gertrude, 
to thank her for the honour the 
intends me:—I am ſtrong enough: 
to go to her—ſhe muſt not have the 
trouble of coming to me; neither 
will I conſent to ſee her in this ſitua- 
tion, It was in vain to oppoſe him; 
and they all went back again, to tell 
her ladyſhip what was the reſolution 
of Montague, and to give him time 
to put on his clothes. 


WHAT have you done, Emeline, 
with the Chronologerl gave you when 


H 5 you: 
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you went from hence? ſaid Sir Wil- 
liam—may I hope it has been ſancti- 
fied to my memory? 


Was there ever ſuch a queſtion ! 
Can you ſuppoſe that I have not 
taken care to preſerve the gift you 
gave me ? 


My dear Emeline ! let me look at 
it for a moment. 


Tua, I believe, ſaid Mrs. Daven- 
port, with ſome meaning in a glance 
ſhe directed to her daughter, ſhe is 
not juſt now inclined to do. 


Nor ſhew it, Madam his eyes 
kindling at the flaſh of his own ima- 
gination; 
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gination; and why ſhould ſhe not 
ſhew it me, unleſs ſhe has loſt it or. 
given it away? 


Ne1THER, upon my word, cried 
Emeline: ſome other time you ſhall. 
ſee it, but not now. 


SIR WILLIAM ſeemed only half 
ſatisſied; and Lady Gertrude ſtarting 
from her ſeat, ſeeing Mr. Davenport, 
ſupported by two ſervants, coming 
in at the door, cried out, as the walk- 
ed towards him with extended arms,, 
Come to thy mother's embrace, Mon- 
tague, my dear ſon my beloved 
Montague! — The ſervants quitted 
their hold, as ſhe threw her arms 
round him. — He looked as if this 
had been the awful eriſis of his fate; 

H. 6 his- 
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his face was the very image of death ; 
large drops of cold ſweat inſtantane- 
oully burſt from every pore :— he 
looked ardently on Lady Gertrude, 
but not as if he could diſcern her — 
his lips moved, but he ſaid nothing. 
Every body buſied themſelves in re- 
ſtoring him, and at laſt ſucceeded as 
far as regarded ſenſe and motion; it 
was a much longer time before his 
reaſoning faculties or his ſpeech could 
be recalled; and the firſt uſe he made 
of them was to ſink down at the feet 
of 3 Gertrude. 

Wa dpa to what ſhe had * him 
fuffer, ſo inſinitely beyond the moſt 
gloomy ef her own repreſentations, 
ſhe. permitted herſelf to be almoſt 

| | ſtrangled 
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ſtrangled with her emotions in trying 
to ſmother them, that he might not 
have more to contend with than his 
own conflicts. Montague was equal- 
ly guarded : he had received his leſ- 
ſon from Sir William ;—and when 
on his knees he thanked the mother 
of Adelaide for all her goodneſs to 
him and his family, the name of 
Adelaide did not paſs his lips, though 
her image flattered in his foul—fleet- 
ed before his viſion wound itſelf 
round the fibres of his brain yet 
did not his cautious lips once open a 
paſſage to what his tongue eagerly 
trembled to announce the name of 
Adelaide. a | 


- THoOsE who next to Lady Ger- 
trude 
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trude and Montague were concerned 
in this dreaded interview rejoiced 
when 1t was over, and particularly 
at the reſolution each of the parties 


_ exerted on the trying occaſion ; nor 


did the ſun go down ſo heavy on 
any of their woes that night as it had 
done many preceding ones, — The 
little party would not be divided, and 
they all dined together in the ſame 
room where they had breakfaſted ; 
though Lady Gertrude, on the pre- 
tence that both ſhe and Montague 
were invalids, propoſed, for the ac- 
commodation of her other friends, 
that, for a day or two, they might 
divide into a Vio and ete-9-tCte, unit- 
ing again immediately after dinner, — 
To have left her ladyſhip and Mon- 

| tague 
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tague together would have been the 
worſt of all poſſible aſſociations—of 
courſe was not ſupported. 


THE mental powers of Mrs. 
Davenport were not confined to 
ſituations: ſhe could uſe them on 
all occaſions with equal ſucceſs, — 
Her converſation was of that faſci- 
nating kind which delights the mind 
without fatiguing the attention, How 
ſeldom is it that women of a certain 
age, who love to hear themſelves 
ſpeak, can ever find out when their 
hearers have had enough of it ! Mrs. 
Davenport was certainly no friend to 
filence ; nor did any body that ever 
heard her ſpeak wiſh her to be ſilent. 
She poſſeſſed a ſtill more valuable art 

than 
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than that of merely pleaſing: it had 
ever been her forte to charm away 
prejudices that though innocent 
might be painful, and to plant in the 
ſpace they occupied a ſentiment more 
perfect: ſhe had never failed in this 
attempt but once—it was when ſhe 
contended with the rooted ſorrow of 
Montague : ſhe had better hopes of 
Lady Gertrude ; for though the keen 
edge of her grief was not yet taken 
off, her reaſon was more matured, 
and her paſſions leſs violent than 
Montague's.—She would have ſaid 
to the one, You will be comforted, 
becauſe it is your duty to be com- 
forted;—and to the other, Time muſt 


be your phyſician. 5 


ALL. 
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ALL that day Sir William ſcarcely 
looked at any thing but Emeline, or 
thought of any thing but the Chro- 
nologer, —He turned over a hundred 
times in his memory the hint dropped 
by her mother; and the glance that 
attended it when he aſked her to 
ſhew it to him That!] believe ſhe is 
not juſt now inclined to do. What 
could theſe words mean? — What 
could that glance pretend ? In ſhort, 
no lover ever aſked himſelf more 
queſtions, or leſs to the purpoſe, than 
he did about this Chronologer. 


WurN Montague retired for the 
night, which was at an early hour, 
being yet extremely feeble, he was 
ſupported by Sir William and his 

ſiſter; 
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ſiſter: ſhe would have taken her 
leave at the door of his chamber; 
but ſeizing her hand, You ſhall 
not go back, Emeline, ſaid her lover, 
till you have heard me aſk your 
brother one queſtion. — She broke 
from his hold, and, laughing, ran 
away as faft as ſhe could, but turned 
back to tell him ſhe knew well 
enough what he wanted to ſay, and 
would not ſtay at the exhibition of 
her own folly. TEL 


SomeTnING diſturbs you, William, 
ſaid Montague. Have you any rea- 
ſon to be diſpleaſed with my lifter ? 


No—not to be diſpleaſed land 
yet No, no; it is a mere jeſt—I 
am 
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am not offended, —But can you tell 
me, Montague, what ſhe has done 
with the Chronologer I gave her at 
parting ? 


Do with it! why ſhe has it in 
her own poſſeſſion. 


I THINK you are miſtaken: I 
aſked her this day to let me look at 
it ; and was refuſed by your mother 
as well as Emeline herſelf, 


SUPPOSE ſhe wears it on her heart, 
how could the ſhew it you at the 
moment you aſked to ee it? 


I wisH I could think as you do: 
but 


164 THE PACKET : 


but the bauble had no ſetting —how 
then can ſhe wear it? 


Love, ſaid he, deeply ſighing, is 
an ingenious artiſt: it has taught her 
to pierce through the hardeſt of me- 
tals; and your gift now hangs ſuſ- 
pended from the black ribbon that 
encircles her neck, 


. Driving Emeline ! exclaimed the 
tranſported lover ; if this be true, I 
ſhall adore thy ſenſibility more than 
I dv all thy other and infinite charms, 


NoTHING is more true, replied 
Montague in diſpirited accents; and 
then added, in a voice hardly articu- 
late, 
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late, Oh William! ſpare theſe praiſes, 
ſpare theſe happy, happy raptures ! 
There is in wretchedneſs, from which 
hope is exploded, ſomething that too 
nearly reſembles the poiſon of envy. 
Good-night, my dear friend ; I be- 
gin to feel the venom gliding through 
my veins. I will for ever hug the 
ſhadow of my departed joys, and 
pray that the ſubſtance of yours may 
not be taken from you. —But this 
day—this firſt day—Good God!] the 
contraſt has been inſupportable. 


SIR WILLIAM was ſhocked at this 
new proof of Montague's deſpond- 
ency ; and not being able to give him 
any ſort of conſolation, he accepted his 
adieus, and tenderly returned them— 

and 
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and went to renew his good-humour, 
his vivacity, and his tranſports, at 
the modeſt and love-inſpiring eyes 
of her to whom his whole ardent 
foul was devoted, 


CHAP, 
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CHAT ' AK 


Dates and ſeaſons— Family fituations — Another 
ſon of the church—T he monument— Super ſlition 
the growth of 1gnorance—Speculative felicity— 
The bluſb — Unreaſongdle interruption—Curi- 
efity angling for food—A letter begun—T he 
reader nouplus d. 


Decemszr paſſed away— January 
had nearly run its race—Sir William 
was happy—Emeline enchanting— 
Mrs. Davenport perſuaſive, and Lady 
Gertrude ſtealing from privacy thoſe 
precious moments of indulgence 
which grief, the ſolitary companion 

| of 


3 
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of her boſom, could no longer claim 
as its own, ſince ennui had been ba- 
niſhed from the caſtle by a reinforce- 
ment to the family ſociety. 


DocToR Bussy, from the time 
of Mr. Armatage's ſudden removal, 
had ſupplied the church of Worthen- 
ton : he reſided at the parſonage— 
often attended Lady Gertrude, and 
was much eſteemed by Sir William, 
If any other neighbour could have 
reconciled them to the abfence of 
their old friends, this ſucceſſor would 
have been the very perſon ; but it 
was. impoſſi ble they ſhould not be 
anxious to ſee again their kind. inti- 
mates and avowed favourites, of 
whom no tidings had been received 
fince their departure, 


SIR 
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SAR WILLIAM ordered from town 
a very fine monument to be placed 
near the vault where the remains of 
his ſiſter were. interred, and had re- 
queſted the favour of Doctor Buſbyto 
give directions in putting it up, and 
on the twenty-ſeventh of January he 
called to tell him the work was 
finiſhed, 


IT was a clear froſty morning; Sir 
William and Emeline were walking 
on the terrace, and went to meet the 
Doctor es he came towards them: 
they would have turned back with 
him, but he choſe to continue his 


walk with them. 


Havine talked low to Sir Wil- 
Vol. III. ] lam 
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liam on the buſineſs he came about, 


he faid in his uſual voice, Have you 
heard the fooliſh reports that are cir- 
culating through the country, of lant- 
*homis, ghoſts and hobgoblins ? 


TT HAVE heard nothing of them, 
 faidhe—Norl, rejoined Emeline with 


particular energy ; but I ſhould like 
of all things to be better inſtructed. 


Pray, Sir, do tell me all about it. 


Tu Ar is impoſſible, Madam, re- 


plied the Doctor for there are more 
ſtories related than I ſhould be able 
to repeat from ſun-riſing to fun- 


ſetting, the longeſt day in ſummer.— 
I have had four of your pariſhioners 


come to me this morning, with thirty 


followers, 


- cy — — 


followers, all as credulous as them- 
ſelves, to ſwear that they have ſeen 
the lanthorn and the ghoſt : but 1 
ſent them away, telling them I did 
not trade in oaths, or grant the 1g- 
norant to take the ſacred teſt on fri- 
volous occaſions ; when one of them, 
bolder and more exaſperated than 
the reſt, told me I was not half a 
juſtice. 


THE old gentleman laughed hearti- 
Iy at the fall of his importance: — he 


was joined by Sir William; but Eme- 
line was ſo impatient to hear more 


of the matter, that ſhe deſired her 
lover would ſend for all the parties 


concerned in it, and let her be preſent 
at their examination. What is there 


12 that 
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that ſuch a lover can refuſe to ſuch a 
miſtreſs? Beſides, the Doctor thought 
he could not do a better thing than 
to call theſe deluded people into his 
preſence, and endeavour to ſtop the 
evil, before it was propagated paſt all 
hopes that it might be eradicated. — 
They love and they reverence you, 
ſaid he; and nobody is ſo likely as 
yourſelf to filence a cabal that is 
pregnant with miſchief, and threatens 
to deſtroy, amongſt the lower ranks 
of people, that peace and ere W 
— in an ag: 


out awob 
tha} een all comtetbentan 
to the wiſhes. of his divinity, who 
longed ſo much to ſee” ſomebody 
_ had W gave imme- 
511 diate 
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73 


diate orders that the whole ſecond- 


fighted ſquad ſhould aſſemble at the 
caſtle the next morning at twelve 


o'clock. Doctor Buſby was invited 


to attend the meeting, hut could not 


come, being obliged to go home, 
where he intended to ſtay till Satur- 
day before he came back to the par- 
n 26 Bie | 


Taz names and ſtations of the 
terriſied tribe who had made an ac- 


quaintance with the ghoſt muſt not 
be omitted. Sir William took them 


down from the Doctor's own me- 
morandum-book, where he had en- 


tered them, that Sir William might, 
enquire into the buſineſs if he choſe, 


to give himſelf the trouble, 
I'3 '_  - FR 
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IINMOTAHY TARNTSU, the village- 
ſmith, and his wife Rebecca, had 
ſeen it. Mary Darking, the village- 
baker, had ſeen it Hd Martha Brad- 
ley, Wabber-Moak f in general to the 
village, had alſo een it. One part 
of the ruiöur had not reached the 
Doctor, or, if it had, he would have 
ſuppreſſed it in his information; for 
theſe ignorant ſouls ſpread it about 
amongft themſelves, that this 'ghbſt 
was cenaintyrhiſect by the hoife the 
maſons were making with their hith- 
mers near the tomb of Mifs Montre- 
ville, which kid certainly difturbed 
| Heb aſhes, and that the" Had walked 
Gut of ber 3 to fee what Joy 
were about; tft 


Doc: OP 
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Docrox Bus had ordered his 
horſes to meet him, and mounted 
at the caſtle gates, leaving his new 
friends and neighbourhod, for. a few 
days, to viſit his old friends and his 
old neighbours in the reſidence he 
quitted to take up his abode in the 
pariſh of Worthenton. 


EMELINE and Sir William « conti- 
nued their walk, occupied by: a thou- 
ſand fond plans of future felicity, 
which though recogniſed and talked 
over every day, almoſt every hour, 
the ſubject loſt none of its novelty, 
and Was not at all the worſe for 
wear. 
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SiR WILLIAM was preſſing Mise 
Davenport with the moſt paſſionate 
entreaties to ſhorten his paſſage to 
thoſe domeſtic delights of which they 
now talked, and of which they were 
for ever talking; and-ſhe, with a 
bluſhing frankneſs, of which no 
{ituation could diveſt her, had aſſured 
him the ſhould be obedient to his 
wiſhes and the will of Lady Gertrude; 
when a fervant, who was gone to 
fetch the family letters from the next 
poſt : town, a part of his daily employ- 
ment, returned with only one, which 
was for his maſter; and this he 
brought to him at the very critical 
moment J have been deſcribing. 


- SIR 
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- SIR. WILLIAM would have put it 
into his pocket without even looking 
on the cover; but Emeline, who, it 
may have been obſerved by the in- 
ſtance of the lanthorn and ghoſt, 


was rather of a curious diſpoſition, 


did not like ſo manifeſt. a} proof that 
the man of her heart had leſs curioſity 


than herſelf; ſhe upbraided him with 
the imperfection of being too perfect 


—ſhe tempted him and he was 
tempted. Looking at the. ſuperſerip- 
tion, he cried out, It is from Armas 


tage; but I wiſh it had come at any 


ocher time, ſince you inſiſt on my 


reading it at a; moment when you 


are beginning to grow manageable. 


To ſhew you that I always de- 
15 ſign 
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ſign to be manageable, ſhe' replied, 1 
will go to my mother and Lady Ger- 
trude whilſt you are reading your 
letter; and when you have done ſo, 
you may come and tell us what the 
dear black gentleman has to ſay in 
| exctiſe for a Tong filence, 

u Aan not be, aid he; "for l 
ſwear if you go away I will not ſtay 
behind, or ever ſeek a ſatisfaction 
when 2 are not preſent to ſhare it 
wich me. 2 1 0 b. 


on. Ie By :t - | 3 
29 — 00 Eri — — - 4 TY 7 4 


1 6NLY wanted your periifion 
to ſtay, ſhe returned, and ſhould have 
been diſappeinted if you had not 
given me the invitation. Come, ad- 
ded ſhe, let me open this charming 

5 1 letter, 
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letter, and read; it for. « our mutual 
inſtruction. 


Do ſo, my love, ſaid Sir William; 
and throwing his arm round her, 
they continued ſtrolling in fight of 
the windows, whilſt, in a voice of 
confidence and harmony, ſhe gave 
him the whole contents f the long 
epiſtle which follows : : 


IL. E DER. 


My dear Sir William, 
KNow that I am writing to you 
confidentially, and wiſh that what I 
have to communicate may be ſuffered 


I 6 dads 


to remain between i at leaſt 
for the preſent. 


EMELINE ſtopped; Sir William 
deſired ſne would proceed. How 
can 1? ſaid ſhe. Nobody is to ſee 
it but yourſelf, —Well, he replied, 
you are that nobody ; and the very 
deareſt part of myſelf. Her eyes 
ſparkled with a thouſand intelligent 
emotions, and were again caſt on. 
the paper.. 


5 


7 


* . 


N 


CHAP. 


St 28 ene 099% 190 TIENTS. 
* . * 23 Ti 

bh an, 

gl * 110 1b 011 | 184 24.4 
5040 rg A . XIII. bel 
tr odo di bist 34 OE 


R eading recommenced—Modeft defence—M, odeft 
reaſoning—And a modeſt requeſt—A tale begun 
Ketroſpection neceſſary— The tale purſued | 
Grows. interefling—Increaſes to extraordinary 
— Becomes more and more wonderful One 


reader amr fills the peſt. 2 
EuELIxB read on, without ſtopping 
to make any more obſervations. 


Continuation of the Letter. 


Tu reaſon why I demand this 
ſecrecy on your part, will explain it- 
ſelf 
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ſelf as you proceed in the very long 
narrative I am inclined to ſend you, 
not more as a proof of my friendſhip 
than to anſwer for the abruptneſs 
with which we left you, and our 
ſilence fince that time, which muſt 
have, 1 e and un- 
xccauniable: . Ge NANG 


Tur diltreſſes of Unt friend for 
whom I am engaged have been i in 
many reſpects ſo like the diſtreſſes of 
your dear and reſpectable mother, 
that, if I was to make my communi- 
cations to her, inſtead of making 
them to you, her faded griets would 
grow. green under the relation, and | 
all her wounds, which may be now 


healing, opened to bleed afreſh... 
5 3 if ; IT 
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IT is many years ago that I con- 
tracted the moſt cloſe and endearing 
intimacy witk a family as amiable as 
the Montre villes, in whoſe fate my 
wife will have it there is as miley 
ſimilarity as in their virtues.— The 
houſe too like your own is aneiefit 
and honourable ; and its boaſt was a 
daughter of exquifite perfeftion. — 
This lovely young creature was ſome 
time ſince fpirited away from her 
tender relations, and at this preſent 
moment they are as unacquainted 
with her ſituation as you are; for 
chough I have diſcovered Where the" 
is— though I have ſeen her, and 
ound her an angel 6f purity; to thetti 
I dare not unveil this proſpect of 
Nen leſt Death, jealous of their” 

good 
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good fortune, ſhould obſtruct its 
nearer approach. — They are now 
beginning to reconcile themſelves. 
to a worle fate, becauſe they think 
that fate is inevitable; and, till Iknow 
whether my poor patient is to live or 
die, it would be barbarous to rob 
them of a compoſure they have been 
* Ping in A 5 


| boch 3 
Tun laſt time _ ike was at the 
caſtle, in her abſence a letter came to 
my hand that gave me a clue to the 
very {pot where the intended, victim 
tothe moſt inſatiate of baſe paſſions 
was confined, in a foreign, deſolated, 
almoſt ſavage country. The goodneſs: 
of my wife s heart is not unknoyyn, 
* 0 * for- her ein the, 


2008101 Was 
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was yet with Lady Gertrude. I 
ſhewed her my eredentials.— I told 
her my intentions of going to ſearch 
out this hidden treaſure I aſked her 
advice, whether it would be moſt for 
the eaſe of the young lady's family 
that they ſhould be conſulted, for 
it was not very far out of our way 
if we had called upon them; or that 
we ſhould be filent on the whole 
matter till we ſaw the event of our 
uridertaking. She was decidedly for: 
the latter caution ; and advanced ſuek 
arguments in ſupport of her opinion, 
ab T have been retailing" as my own, 
though to her diſcretion I owe the 
foundation of all my reaſoning with 
you on the motives of that ſecrecy, 
which only from the tendereſt com 
miſeration 
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miſeration to the peace of a whole 
family, once deeply afflicted, now 
emerging out of their affliction, could 
* W e 

2 et tell me theſe reaſons 
did not extend to my friends at the 
caſtle Why had I not told them 
the extraordinary. cauſe which hur- 
ried us away with ſo much precipi- 
tancy ? Ah, Sir William! I repeat to 
you, that there are ſome, circum- 
ſtances attending this tale of woe, that 
would. have. barrowed up, the ſoul of 
Lady Gertrude; your own is alſo 
compoled of too great ſuſceptibility 
for me to make you, at that ſeaſon of 
ſoxraw, the confidant: of an expedi- 
tion that threatened us, wich a thou- 
ſand 
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{and dangers to our perſonal ſafety. 
By our flight we ſaved you from par- 
taking, through the powers of ſym- 
pathy, in the diſtreſſes of our pere- 
grinations, and thoſe of the miſerable 
being to whoſe aſſiſtance we were 


flying. 


LIkx St. Paul, we paſſed through 
perils by ſea and perils by land; and 
the ſame Divine Power brought us 
equally out of them all, and crowned: 
our miſſion with ſucceſs. The par- 
tleulars of our diſaſters muſt be de- 
ferred till we meet. T Have neither 
time nor inelination to reprat them 
now. Had my wife taken up the 
pen inſtead of me, ſhe would have 
had no objeQion, perhaps, to depart- 

BOY: ing 
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ing from the great ak of the 
drama. Women, I believe, delight 
to dabble in epiſode ; but I, who am 
the worſt hiſtorian that can be, ſhall 
abide by the main point, to get. off 
my hands with all convenient ſpeed 
a pathetic tale, which, though ſtrictly 
true, bears on its face what would be 
called too ſtrong impreſſions of the 
marvellous for faith itſelf to credit; 
but you know the relater, and. will 
not doubt his veracity. 


To a eountry furrounded by 
mountains, fit only for the reſi- 
dence of wolves and tygers, were our 
ſteps directed, and through regions 
of trackleſs ſnow we at laſt, with 


much toil, reached the object of our 
purſuit. 
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purſuit, —It was one poor ſolitary mi- 
ſerable hut; the neareſt dwelling | to it 
a {mall dirty dreary hamlet, at the dic 
tance of ſix miles, each of Which with 


29 (37. 


us would have been counted two. At 


this laſt aſſemblage of wretchedneſs, 


honoured by its ignorant almoſt ſa- 
vage inhabitants with the name of a 
town, we were forced to wait many 
hours to refreſh our cattle ; our im- 
patierice' to get forward not animat- 
ing them to perform miracles. The 
piſs amongſt theſe people, was not. 
entirely Toft. 1 made them cor mpre-. 


£135) d 


hend where I knew my journey Was 
to end for the preſent; and n not only, 
obtained a guide to the Place, but, got 
Toke Juto of © thoſe wolves 


— who 
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who were charged with the guardian. 
ſhip of an innocent lamb, betrayed 
into their infernal den. 


ENQUIRING for theſe wretches by 


name and abode, I found they were. 


well known, and generally came 
once a week to the town to buy 
proviſions.—I aſked of what number 


their family conſiſted -A man, his 


wife, and his faſter, they ſaid. —Had 
they no young foreign female who 
lived with them?—Yes—there was 


ſuch a perſon, as they had heard, 
but nobody had ever ſeen ber; be- 


cauſe ſhe was ſent there by her 


friends, to be cured of madneſs.— 
What ſort of people were thoſe who 


had taken the charge upon them? 


A general 
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A general ſhrug from all who heard 
me aſk the queſtion was the only 
anſwer I received; and with this we 
proceeded on our journey. Our party 
in the whole conſiſted of 11x perſons: 
my indefatigable wife, who exceeded 
us all in courage and perſeverance — 
myſelf—our man John—a good apo- 
thecary, whom we picked up on the 
road, to aid us with his {kill and 
medicine if neceſſary -a keen- ſighted 
clever fellow, who had originally 
come out of the country to which 
weweregoing, hired for thejourney— 
and a guide from the laſt town, with- 
out whoſe aſſiſtance it would have 
been impoſſible to have found our 
way through the accurſed and intri- 
cate road. 

IT 


? 
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Ir was only two hours paſt noon 
-when our little cavalcade arrived at 
the foot of the moſt tremendous 
mountain that ever was produced by 
the convulſion of nature. I have 
been myſelf, in my youth, through 
moſt European countries, and never 
faw any thing fo hideous, ſo barren, 
and yet ſo majeſtic, as the ſituation 
of my dear child's priſon. We could 
not drive very near to it, but were 
forced to walk a hundred yards, ſink- 
ing every moment up to our knees in 
ſnow. At the door of the infernal 
abode, buried almoſt to its low roof 
in the ſame cold ſprinklings of the 
angry elemerits, ſtood the three 
 wretches who had been deſcribed to 


me at the laſt village; and by their 
looks 
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looks they ſeemed to be expecting 
us. | 


I nap TILE my pockets with 
two loaded piſtols, our companion 
of the faculty being as well provided, 
and John alſo was equally armed; 4 
but I did not think it prudent to 
truſt offenſive weapons with my 
newly hired ſervant, not knowing 
what uſe he might make of them, if 
ordered to turn them againſt his own 
country people, | 


I vvT myſelf at the head of my 
little army: Harriot held by my arm: 
and, ſtepping bold!y up to the un- 
daunted wretches, I commanded them, 
on peril of their lives, to produce the 

Vor, III. K young 
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young lady, whom they retained as 
their priſoner, 


EMELINE DaVENTORT, whoſe 
voice had faltered almoſt from the 
beginning of the raſk ſhe had under- 
taken to perform, could read no 
further; her eyes were deiuged in 
tears, and ſhe cried out, Finiſh it, Sir 
William, and tell me how it ends; 
for I cannot bear it. Her ſobs fright- 
ened the tendereſt of lovers: he 
would that moment have conſigned 
the tragical letter to everlaſting obli- 
vion : —he ſaid every thing to calm 
her ſpirits ;——he put her in mind that 
the firſt part ſeemed to promiſe a 
happy iſſue to the melancholy tale; 
at lealt * might be ſure, from 
b What 


* 
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what Mr. Armatage had ſaid, that 
the young lady was at preſent under 
his own fatherly protection, and re- 
poſing on the friendly boſom of his 
wife. 


Ou! I thank you, ſhe cried, for 
waking me to recolleQtion : I had 
forgot to look back upon theſe pleaſ- 
ing lights; ſo pray go- on, I am eager 
to hear more, though I can read no 
longer. 


Tu paper was of immenſe ſize 
on which Mr. Armatage had written, 
and the words as cloſe and {mall as 
pen could form them; ſo that much 
more than half this intereſting letter 


remained to be examined, and this 
K 2 Sir 
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Sir William would have deferred for 
her ſake, if ſhe had not violently op- 
poſed - a mortifying proof of his 
tenderneſs, which, in ſparing her 
heart, muſt torture her curioſity, 


: CHAP, 
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CHAP. XIV. 


Letter continued—The preacher of peace—Threat- 
ening diſtraction — Flardineſs of vice—Heroiſm- 
of virtue The timely hint—The retirement. 
The conſultation—Cords, ropes, and halter i-— 
Holes, corners, and flambeaus==-And the end 


of the leiter. 


Lonpn you to produce her, ſaid I, 
or I will lay you all dead at my feet. 
The ſcowling villain looked detiance 
at me; for though 1 threatened, my 
hands were empty; and he obſerved 
that they were. Whilſt the two female 
K 3 harpies 
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harpies ſupported him in his ſullen 
audacity by their own example, I 
repeated my queſtion with a piſtol in 


each hand: this menace produced its 


effect: they were no longer ſternly 
ſilent, but every one of them at once 
vociferated that the young perſon 1 
enquired for, who was a maniac, 
had been dead more than three 
months. —I did not believe a word 
of this ſtory ; and on their perſiſting 
in it, I bade them ſhew me where 
they had laid the body. — They ſaid 
it was gone where all heretics ought 
to go—they had thrown it over the 
precipice. | 


Wer now ſurrounded them with 
a brace of piſtols at the head of each, 
. in 
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in hopes the terrors of immediate 
death would have frightened them 
into confeſſion; and thus hemmed 
in on all ſides, we drove them befe re 
us into the miſerable cabin, every 
inch of which was ſearched, but no 
lady was there; neither could her 
reſidence amongſt theſe agents of the 
devil be diſcovered by wearing-ap= 
parel, or any other token, 


My wife was now in deſpair, and 
T not very far from it, when I ſaw 
that even the fear of puniſhment 
made no laſting impreſſion on their 
callous hearts, but that, on the con- 
trary, they every moment increaſed 
in hardineſs, and actually ſeemed to 
have determined on laying down 


K 4 their 
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their lives, rather than giving up 
their crimes. As I ſtood undeter- 
mined what courſe I ſhould take next, 


their countryman, who now acted 


as my ſervant, plucked me by the 
ſleeve; I turned round, and ſaw the 
guide beckon me alſo, I felt a gleam 
of hope from this motion of theirs, 
and followed them outſide of the 
door, leaving guards enough to ſecure 
my priſoners: but my wife, who 
did not think herſelf ſafe, unleſs un- 
der my protection, went with me, 


THz guide, who had never heard 
of the ſtranger's death, though he 
often ſaw one or other of her gaolers 
when they went to buy proviſions, 
had been talking to my ſervant of 
| his 
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his want of faith in the ſtory they 
had been telling me— particularly as 
no man was ever remembered to 
have ventured up to the top of that 
precipice over which they pretended 
to have thrown the body. Theſe 
two honeſt fellows then conſulted 
what they could have done with the 
lady, whom they muſt have conveyed 
away, and hid ſomewhere or other. 
The guide ſaid to his countryman, 
that this being the day on which one 
of the women always came to their 
market-town, he ſuppoſed ſhe had 
heard ſome intelligence of the buſineſs 
we were upon, and had reached home. 
time enough to hide the lady, before 
we came to claim her: they after- | 
wards conſulted together where it 


K 5 was 
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was probable they | might find her, 
either dead or alive; and both being 
well yerſed in the Canon of the 
| place, they agreed to ſpeak to me on 
the ſubject, and to tell me, that it 
was well known, that in the bowels 
of the mountains were many caverns, 
ſome of them ſo large that a thou- 
ſand men may be diſpoſed of withig 


them, 


As ſoon as I had received this in- 
formation, I demanded if they could 
provide me with ſtrong cords. There 
were none to be got in that place, 
they ſaid; but that if they might take 
thei off from about the harneſs of 
the horſes, they would provide us 
with others for that uſe by the next 


morning. 
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morning. It was a lucky expedient; 
I thanked them, and inſtantly had as 
many ropes as I wanted. I then 
bade my new allies follow me into 
the cabin, where I found the enemy 
as ſulky and as refractory as ever. 


I RESUMED my former potition, 
and with both piſtols pointed at the 
head of the man-ſavage, I ordered 
John to fire his into the air, and 
then aſſiſt the other two men to 
ſecure and bind our priſoners. All 
this time the Doctor kept guard over 
the female wretches. Our taſk was 


accompliſhed without difficulty ; for 
ſeeing it in vain to contend, they all 
ſuffered themſelves to be bound very 
quietly ; but nothing could wring 
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from them a ſingle word of which 
we might have made advantage— 
only one of the horrid monſters ſaid 
that it was their duty to perſevere, 
let what would come of it. 


Havinc placed them at ſuch a 
diſtance that it was impoſſible they 
ſhould ſpeak to one another (for in 
this wretched ſtye there were many 
rambling apartments), I ſummoned 
our little army to a council of war, 
at which my heroic wife preſided. 
She propoſed, and we all agreed 
to the propoſition, that as long as 
it continued light, we ſhould each 
go a different way, except that her- 
ſelf would be the partner of my 
dearch; and that every cavity in 

that 
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that part of the mountain neareſt the 
hut thould be diſcovered, and the 
way to it marked down, ſo that we 
might know where to find it again. 
When our torches were ' lighted; of 
which I had many yet remaining in 
my carriage, having uſed them on 
the journey for our ſafety in travel- 

ling by night—when we were about 
to ſeparate on this forlorn -purſuit, 
I faid to the three men, I mean to 
pay you all in proportion w your 
diligence ; but he who brings me the 
firſt tidings of the lady, a hun- 
dred pounds ſhall. be his reward, 
I ſpecified this ſum in the currency 
of their own country ; and to this 
fortunate thought of mine, I verily 
believe, 
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believe, we are indebted for the 
recovery of our loſt angel. 


THE caverns we ſearched that 
night, making them ring with the 
name of her whom we ſuppoſed 
to be ſecreted, were innumerable ; 
till ſinking under our weight of diſ- 
appointment, and fainting with fa- 
tigue, my wife, the good Doctor, 
whole friend I am for life, and I, 
were forced to give out, whilſt my 
three honeſt adherents—two of them 
with a view to the reward, and one 
from the love he bore his maſter 
and miſtreſs—continued the ſcarch. 


Ir was two o'clock by my watch, 
f +" "wide 
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The Doctor had fallen aſleep in his 


chair. Harriot was weeping, and 
her head reſted on my ſhoulder. — 


The moſt profound filence reigned + 


within and without; for my part I 
was dumb, becauſe I had nothing to 
fay that would cheer or comfort her, 
I was buſted in thought, and ſo ab- 
ſent, that I ſhould not have heard a 
little noiſe, and the ſound of low 
voices juſt outſide of the door, if ſhe 


had not ſtarted, and cried out in a 


tone between expectation and terror, 
Hark! —I liſtened, and heard them 
diſtinctly: It is certainly our men 
returned, ſaid I, and haſtened to open 
the door; when the firſt object I 
beheld was my foreign ſervant and 

the 
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the guide, bearing between them the 
beautiful victim apparently dead. 
Il caught her in my arms — my 
wife ſcreamed—the Doctor ſtart- 
ed on his feet, and gave a ſtrong ac- 
clamation of joy in his own language, 
on finding that her pulſe, though ex- 
tremely low, had not entirely for- 
ſaken her. He bade us be of good 
cheer, for that ſhe would yet do well. 
Theſe few words revived the heart of 

my poor half-diſtra&ted Harriot. She 
aſſiſted the Doctor in all his opera- 
tions; which in one quarter of an hour 
were attended with every ſucceſs that 
could be hoped for. — But, oh Sir Wil- 
liam ! I will ſpare you a repetition of 
the torturing delight we all experi- 
enced when the dear creature, whom 
the 
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the Almighty had thus raiſed out of 
the grave, ſaw, knew, and acknow- 
ledged her deliverers. 


Wes are ſtill in the clouds, that is 
to ſay, amongſt the bigheſt moun- 
tains in the world: but now that 
our darling charge is pronounced 
capable of beginning the journey, we 
ſhall ſet out for her country, and our 
own, in a few days; as her impa- 
tience to be re- united to her family 
is beyond all deſcription. I have 
written a long letter, yet not told 
you half the hiſtory. Soon you ſhall 
hear from me again. We mean to 
{end home honeſt John immediately: 
—he will tell you in what a fituation 
the dear young lady was diſcovered ; 
and 
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and how we diſpoſed of our priſoners 
during the time her weakneſs de- 
fained us at the cabin. —Thele are 
ſubjects on which I have neither time, 
Patience, not paper, to expatiate, 
My preſent letter he carries with 
him part of his journey, to a place 
where he will be detained a few days 
on the Doctor's buſineſs, who is 10 
 Inrereſted for his lovely invalid, that, 

though her health is now nearly re- 
eſtabliſhed, he will not give up his 
attendance till he has ſeen her fafe 
in the arms of her friends; who, as 
ſoon as they know ſhe is found, will 
amply recompenſe the worthy man 
for his trouble, his ſkill, and his hu- 
manity. 


LAM 
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1 a ſo little uſed to theſe fort of 
details, that it has taken me up five 
days to complete the little {ſketch of 
our ſituation I now fend you. When 
began it, the beloved child of my 
friends—the darling object of our 
care, was in no certain ſtate of reco- 
very ; but, bleſſed be the mercies of 
that Almighty diſpenſer of events, 
who watcheth over the ſafety of op- 
preſſed innocence, and bringeth good 
out of evil, to ſave the humble and 
meek from the hands of their 
enemies—Reverend and holy is his 
name, who, day by day, ſince I firſt 
took up my pen, has renewed this 
fading flower with firength and 
beauty, —And now the hour ap- 
proaches when I ſhall unfold this 
| marvellous, 
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marvellous preſervation to the ſuffer- 
ing relatives of the intereſting ſufferer: 
their names I conceal even from you, 
that by no chance this burthen of joy 
might fall upon them before they are 
ſtrengthened to ſuſtain it. That for- 
titude is beſt aſcertained which does 
not ſhrink under the preſſure of un- 
expected happineſs :—adverſity may 
be more painful to bear, but it is leſs 
difficult. I would have this ſurpriſ- 
ing event not break boiſterouſly like 
the waves of the ocean over the 
broken reed, deluging what it might 
preſerve, but rather that the exquiſite 
delight, for which her friends are 
deſtined, ſhould ſteal upon their 
minds like the filver ſtream that 
meanders quietly through the fa- 


miſhed 


A NOVEL. 213 


miſhed graſs, imperceptibly refreſhing 
the roots, from which operation alone 


the return of verdure is to be ex- 
pected. 


REMEMBER, my good friend, that 
what I have confided to you as the 
beſt excuſe I could make for an ap- 
parent breach of candour and grati- 
tude, on which ſcore you muſt ſurely 
have condemned me :—remember, 
I fay, that this apology goes no fur- 
ther, at leaſt for the preſent, than to 
your own heart; there let it lie 
till my charge is reſtored to her 
family, then tell it to as many as you 
pleaſe ; for I ſhall afterwards have 
no further demands on your filence, 
Having yet a few inches of paper 

unfilled, 
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unſilled, and knowing from ſel 
experience that curioſity is a weak- 
neſs not entirely confined to one ſex, 
I ſhall make the beſt uſe of it I can 
for the relief of yours; becauſe in 
my own mind I am convinced a 
heart like yours will be deeply en- 
gaged by the wonderful myſtery into 
which I have only begun to initiate 
you. It is neceſſary to your better 
comprehending the whole, that you 
ſhould know of many tranſactions 
which happened prior to our vaniſh- 
ing out of your ſight ; particularly, 
how I came poſſeſſed of the intelli- 
- gence that carried me from you. 
Nothing of this can be done on the 
half inch to which my materials are 


how reduced; however, you have a 
key 
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key to the whole in your own keep- 
ing, and you have not only my con- 
ſent, but my moſt earneſt requeſt that 
you will make ufe of it the moment 
vou hear my man John is arrived at 
the parſonage, but not before: my rea- 
ſon for this embargo you will know 
hereafter, The key to which I refer 
you is-the ſame that was delivered to 
you on the morning I went from 
Worthenton. You know the cabinet 
that ſtands in my ſmall library; try it 
on the third drawer, the lock will ac- 
knowledge its old! acquaintance, and 
the drawer will unfold to you a great 
deal of entertaining matter for your 
further ſpeculation; farewell, my 
excellent young friend! I ſay nothing 
to any body but yourſelf, becauſe it 
| 18 
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is yourſelf only with whom I intruſt 


my ſecret, 


As ſoon as Sir William came to 
the concluſion, Emeline, whoſe ſpi- 
rits returned with the certainty 


of the young lady's reprieve from 


danger and death, entreated him 
with ardour, that when the time 
came to open this delightful drawer 
with impunity, he would not go 
on that errand to the parſonage 
without her. —I have heard ſo much 


of it, ſhe cried, that I ſhall die if I 


do not hear all, If there is any 
man in the world who would have 
refuſed ſuch a requeſt, that man was 


not a lover half ſo paſſionate as Sir 


William Montreville. 
7 CHAP, 
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CHAP, Xv. 


The dinner-bell—Conqueſt of ſenſe over prejudice 
— Extraordinary magnet—The flolen banquet 
— Swollen eyes accounted for A man of honour ] 
plunging on retten ground, and ſinking deeper 
and deeper, nol knowing how to find his way out 
Feeding doves, ſometimes extremely convenient. 


Turin conference was interrupted 
by the laſt bell ringing for: dinner. 
Sir William carefully put up his letter 
—drew Emeline's arm through his, 
when, with hearts at eaſe—with 
faces animated by love, pleaſure, and 

Vol. III. L good- 
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good-humour, they made haſte to 
obey the ſummons. 


Mgs. DAVENPORT always had it 
in view to prevail on Lady Gertrude, 
either to viſit the apartments which 
contained pictures or mementos of 
her late daughter, otherwiſe to have 
them removed out of her ſight ; for 
as long as ſhe confined herſelf to one 
ſolitary part of the houſe, left her 
eyes ſhould encounter them, this 
ſenſible friend ſaw no hopes that 
> either her conſtitution or ſpirits 
would receive any permanent advan- 
tage from time or ſociety : ſhe had 
the ſame opinion in regard to her 
ſon, who would never ſtir from the 
| fide of Lady Gertrude if he could 
help 
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help it; and this was another motive 
for her not to deſiſt from the difficult 
undertaking till ſhe had carried her 
point, in a manner too moſt ſatis- 
factory to her own reaſon and her 
own wiſhes—not by baniſhing the 
portraits of Miſs Montreville, but 
by gently drawing on the mother 
and the lover to behold them without 
horror: this had not been the work 


of a day, but was at laſt finally ac- 
compliſhed. 


As MonTacus's health grew 
better, his ſpirits, if poſſible, had 
grown worle ; yet he did not want 
the art to conceal this from the whole 
family, who fondly watched every 
turn of his varying countenance, ex- 
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cept Lady Gertrude ; to her decep- 
tion was unneceſlary; and the artifice 
which might have impoſed on her 
ſenſes would have been imputed to 
him as a crime.—They had a mag- 
net for each other, which brought 
them together as often as the reſt of 
the party ſeparated to walk, to dreſs, 
or on any other avocation, which 
muſt occaſionally happen in every 
family. | 


An! how precious were theſe ſhort 
dear moments to Lady Gertrude and 
her partner in unconcealed affliction ! 
It was then ſhe would lead him to 
her favourite window, and feed with 
him on the luxuries of melancholy, 
ſerved up at the tomb of their ever- 

6 lamented 
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lamented Adelaide. They called it 
the feaſt of ſouls; and would not al- 
low that Deſpair was of the party, 
becauſe he came to the banquet diſ- 
guiſed like Conſolation. 


Tuis had been the ſituation of the 
two ſelf-deceivers whilſt Sir William 
and Emeline were walking on the 
terrace. Mrs. Davenport having ſome 
buſineſs to arrange in her own apart- 
ment, and thinking her ſon would 
not come out of his for -an hour or 
two, ſhe left Lady Gertrude alone, 
without any conception that her 
ladyſhip would be joined by. Monta- 
gue before ſhe came back; but deſtiny 
very quickly brought them together. 
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WHAT has been the matter, my 
dear brother? ſaid Emeline, when they 


were all aſſembled round the dinner- 


table. Is your poor head diſordered ? 


I have not ſeen your eyes appear ſo 
heavy for a long time: I cannot bear 


theſe head-achs ; when they do attack 


you, it is with ſuch violence, that 


they always alarm me. 


THERE is no foundation at preſent 


for any alarm, my kind ſiſter, he re- 


plied; and if my eyes make you 
believe it, do not credit them; for, 
did they ſpeak truth, they would tell 


you I am particularly well, and more 


than commonly ſatisfied. 


I AM ready to be his voucher, ſaid 
Lady 
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Lady Gertrude: we have been to- 
gether a long time this morning, and 
I have found Montague very good 
company; ſo, if he has any com- 
plaints, it is too late to tell you now, 
or I ſhall be angry that he did not 
intruſt me with them. Though both 
tried to throw a great deal of cheer- 
fulneſs into their faces, yet, when the 
acknowledgment was inadvertently 
made, that they had been much to- 
gether, nobody aſked any more queſ- 
tions about the ſwollen eyes of Mon- 
tague. 


SiR WILLIAM was interrogated 
by his mother, from whom he had 
received theletter that morning which 
{he had ſeen him reading as he walked 

585 By © | on 


of doing. 
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on the terrace ? Not being uſed to du- 
plicity, he looked alittle confuſed ; and 
when a lie-offered itſelf to his aid, he 
bluſhed a manly bluſh at being forced 
to adopt it, honour and falſehood 
having no alliance : but in this caſe 
the connection could not be avoided ; 
for if, inſtead of ſaying as he did 
ſay, that the letter came from Lord 
Fitzhenry, he had told her the truth, 
and named Mr. Armatage, from 
whom they had ſo long and eagerly 
wiſhed to hear, there is no doubt ſhe 
would have thought it ſtrange not to 
ſee a letter, which he muſt know 
would give her ſo much pleaſure : 
and to make her the confidante of its 
contents, was what he could not think 


 EMELINE, 
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EMELINE, who was in the ſecret, 
and ſaw the dilemma this deviation 
from truth had plunged him into, 
would have felt a great deal more 
ſympathy for his diſtreſs, had not the 
thouſand natural queſtions that fol- 
lowed, both from Lady Gertrude and 
her mother, found ample employ- 
ment for her talents, in managing 
and keeping her own lively counte- 
nance under ſubjection, being ready 
to die with laughing, to ſee how he 
hobbled out of the ſhifts to which he 
was driven ; for ſuch is the nature of 
lies, be they white or black, that one 
introduces many; and before the cloth 
was removed, Sir William had told 
more than a ſcore, by accounting at 

Ls random 
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random for all the motions of the 
whole Uxington family. 


Tas ſervants withdrawn, and the 
ſubject left behind, Sir William con- 
trived to give it ſuch a turn as ſent 
Emeline out of the room, covered 
with as deep, though much more 
delicate bluſhes, than thoſe which 
Had ſo lately ſtarted into the cheeks 
of her lover. Fitzhenry and I, ſaid 
he, are ſuch tried friends, that nothing 
but affinity can draw us nearer to each 
other, and that tie I hope is at no 
great diſtance, 


EMELINE, though far from proud, 
felt the whole tendency of this leading 
obſervation, 
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obſervation, andtrembling for herpre- 
ſent ſituation, haſtily changed it, ſay- 
ing, before he had ventured too far 
for her to withdraw unnoticed, ſhe 
had forgot to feed her doves, and 
that they would certainly ſtarve if 
ſhe did not go immediately and give 
them their dinner. Whether ſhe was 
moſt pleaſed, or moſt confuſed, is a 
queſtion not eaſily determined, even 
by her own confeſſion, when, as Lady 
Montreville, J aſked it of her as an. 
embelliſhment of the hiſtory. 


Hr abſence was not a long one. 


Sir William ſoon hurried through the 
material part of his buſineſs ; - got 
their marriage fixed for that day 


month; and on the electrieal wings 
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of tranſport, flew to bring his elected 
bride back, to receive the congratula- 
tions of the few tender friends who 
were impatient to beſtow them: 
they bleſſed, they embraced, but did 
not oppreſs her. Sir William having 
obſerved that the lovely character of 
her countenance had retained a more 
ſerious expreſſion than belonged to it, 
he ceaied to talk of his approaching 
happineſs: he entertained Lady Ger- 
trude and Mrs, Davenport with the 
vilit they had that morning received 
al fie from Doctor Buſby : this 
exacily led to the ſtory of the ghoſt 


and the lanthorn, which led to other 
ſtories fore ign to that ſubj ea of which 
ſhe was moſt afraid. Marriage and 
love had nothing to do with lanthorns 

and 
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and hobgoblins: her fears vaniſhed; 
her vivacity returned; and before 
they ſeparated it was agreed that the 
whole party ſhould meet the next 
morning in Sir William's library, to 
hear the hiſtory of the ghoſt from the 
mouths of thoſe harmleſs villagers, 
who had worked themſelves up to 
the monſtrous imagination of having 
ſeen one. Lady Gertrude afterwards 
got excuſed from her part of the en- 
gagement; the reſt kept it punctually. 


INSTEAD of finiſhing the preſent 
chapter with the beginning of a ſub- 
Je& ſo important, I ſhall rather con- 
clude it by telling you, that before the 
hour arrived for their aſſembling to 
examine into ſupernatural cauſes, Sir 
William 
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William had diſpatched letters to the 
Uxington family, announcing his in- 
tended nuptials, and to beſpeak their 
preſence at the celebration of them. 
Theſe letters were very ſhort. —Eme- 
line did not fit at his elbow whilſt he 
was writing : even to his friend Fitz- 
henry he only afforded fix lines ; 


but there are ſome people who ex- 
preſs more ſenſe in ſix lines than 


others can convey in ſixty times 
ſixty. 


CHAP, 
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CHAP, XVI. 


Þ,wers of imagination fully exemplified in the Biſ— 
tory of a ghoſt—Fear importunate— Humanity 
victorious — Maternal caution—The mourner”s 
reſource—An old woman's dream—T he Mon- 
treville Arms—The landlady—The key—and 
the pot of porter. 


TinornY Tarnisn, Rebecca his 
wife, Mary Darking, and Martha 
Bradley, arrived at the caſtle gates 
preciſely at the time they had been 
ordered to attend. Sir William with 
his ſele& party were ready to receive 
them. From the windows they ſaw 
a great multitude that followed the 

ſteps 
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ſteps of theſe expected wonder- ſeeing 
gueſts, but who approached no further 
than the avenue, waiting there for the 
return of their companions. With 
much earneſtneſs Miſs Davenport 
moved for their immediate admit. 
tance. Sir William had no will but 
hers; and in a moment they were 
brought into her preſence. 


FIRST entered the ſmith, his 
leathern apron tucked up on one fide, 
his face and hands as black as can be 
ſuppoſed; his broad mouth and grey 
eyes fully extended; his wife fol- 
lowed after him ; the baker came 
next, and the waſher-woman brought 
up the rear. Rebecca ſtood ſo cloſe 
to Timothy, and both modeſtly 

fearful 


ve 
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fearful of coming forwards, ſo block- 
ed up the door, that the other two 
would have had no chance of ſhewing 
themſelves, but for the interference 
of Sir William, who, feeling that he 
had no right to lord it over his in- 
nocent unoffending dependants, bade 
them approach, in a tone ſo mild and 
affable, as baniſhed much of their 
humble fears, if it did not ſet them 
free from conſtraint, 


His firſt queſtions were addreſſed 
to the ſmith ; he called upon him to 


relate what appearances had diſturbed 


his imagination ? when he ſaw them ? 


at what place he ſaw them? and in 
what manner he ſaw them ? Timothy 
grew into ſelf-conſequence, which 

ſpread 
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ſpread in ſome degree its influence 
on his wife, the baker, and the 
waſher-woman, whoſe turn they 
were ſure it would next be to enter- 
tain and ſurpriſe his honour with 
what they had {cen allo, 


THe ſmith ſaid, that on the 20th 
day of the preſent month, he was ſent 
for by farmer Thomas to repair one 
of his waggons before it could be 
loaded with corn for the market; 
that after he had finiſhed the job, he 
helped the farmer to load; ſo that 
by the time he had eat a bit of ſup- 
per, and drank a cup or two of beer, 
it was paſt midnight; ſo my wife, 
an't pleaſe your honour, ſaid he, come 


to light me home; for if I ſtays at 
any 
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any time a little longer than common, 
ſhe fears I have got a drop too much ; 
and I ſcorn to deny to your honour's 
face, or to the face of all the folks 
preſent, that I have been overtaken 
before now—the worſe my luck. 


AT this honeſt confeſſion his wife 
gave her head a ſignificant ſhake, and 
his neighbours looked upon one ano- 
ther as if they would have ſaid, I 


wonder he is not aſhamed to expoſe 
himſelf, 


PERHAPSs, Timothy, ſaid Sir Wil- 


liam, you was overtaken when you 
fancied you ſaw the ghoſt? 


No, no, your honour, I was as 
freſh 
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freſh then as the wind of my own 
bellows—here's my dame for once 
in her life will anſwer for me, that 
when ſhe and I ſaw it in the church- 


yard, I was as ſober as your honour, 


BEAN T you aſhamed, cried Re- 
becca, to make ſuch an odious com- 
pariſon, and for to compare yourſelf 
to his honour? curtſeying very low to 
Sir William, as an atonement for 
her huſband's boldneſs ;—and yet I 
cannot but ſay, though I /e/times can 
ſay it, that the ghoſt his ownſelf was 
not more /oberer than my Timothy 
when we met him as we comed home 
together from farmer Thomas's. 


Yes, an't pleaſe your honour, ſaid 
Timathy, 
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Timothy, my wife is a very diſcern- 
ing woman; and as ſhe tells your wor- 
ſhip, we were jogging along together 
after I had done my work at the 
farmer's; but when we comed near/t 
the ſtile leading into Rook's ground, 
her candle went clear out of the lant- 
horn ; ſo we were left to ſcramble our 
way along in a pitchy dark night, 
when there was no more light in the 
{ky than is in my forge before I have 
made up the fire —By and bye, 
ſomehow or other, we ſtumbled into 
maſter Brown's orchard, and 4#nowed 
whereabouts we was, by running our 
heads againſt the apple-trees; and this 
brought us into the church-yard, 
where it is a mercy we did not fall 
down dead; for it ſeemed to us as if 
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the church had bin on fire, there was 


ſuch a valt big light comed out at the 


windows. 


As big as the moon, and bigger, 
agent it, huſband ? cried his wite, 
with terror ſtrongly marked on her 


_countenance—1 do believe, your ho- 


nour, it was ten times as big- as the 
moon, waſent it, Timothy? 


Pon, poh, don't you ſay no more 
about it, he replied ;—what ſ1gnihes, 
woman, how big it was? you knows 
well enough I waſent affeard of it.— 
I no more thought at firſt. that it was 
a ghoſt than I did of my being worth 
a thouſand pounds a year ; or I don't 
ſay I ſhould have been fool-hardy 

enough 
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enough to have clambered up to look 
in at the window. 


DEAR! ſaid Emeline, you had a 
great deal of courage, Sir. 


Ciou RAGE]! Miſs, no, not much 
courage neither; a ſmith has no buſi- 
neſs with courage, except juſt to ſhoe 
a horſe :—however, I thought there 
was church-robbers in the caſe, and 
that his honour and all the beſt of the 
pariſh would have 6:7 vexed when 
the fine things was ſtolen out of the 
church-coffer ; ſo if I had ſawed any 
body about that there buſineſs, I 
ſhould not have ſtaid to be Knocked 
down by the rogues, but have carried 
the news to his honour, 

I THANK 
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I THANK you, friend, ſaid Sir Wil- 
liam ; you are a very honeſt fellow, 
and no boaſter.— But what did you 
ſee when you looked in at the win- 


dows? 


NorTHING, and pleaſe your ho- 
nour. 


NoTHING ! repeated he. — What 
then became of the ghoſt ? 


Way, your honour, that is the 
ſtrangeſt thing of all; for I was no 
ſooner upon Betty Staple's tomb- 
Kone, than my wife catched hold of 
my coat, and pulled me back again, 
ſqualling as if ſhe had beed mazed, 
becauſe, whilſt I was gitting up, ſhe 
: Had 


had ſawed the ghoſt come out at the 
top of the church, all in white, and 
vomiting flames of fire: — I ſawed it 
too when I got down, as plain as I 
now ſce your honour ; and I do think, 
if your honour do not order the par- 
ſon to lay it in the Red Sea, there 
will be no biding in the pariſh for 
us poor folks, who can't now get no 
ſleep till daylight comes, when we 
ſhould be riſing up to our labour: ſo 
not to loſe the beſt of our time, we 
ſets up every night in company to- 
gether, and club for candles that the 
ghoſt may not catch us in the dark; 
for as long as it is light, every chriſ- 
tian can defend himſelf, but evil ſpirits 
are always maſters in the dark. 


VOI. III. NM SIR 
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Sis WIILIAu perceived the evil 
fpirit of ſuperſtition had taken too firm 
a root in their minds to be eaſily era- 
dicated :—he alſo began to imagine 
that a robbery of the church was me- 
ditated, and that theſe poor terrified 
creatures might have their alarming 
fears founded on real and natural 
cauſes, which he was determined they 
ſhould be convinced of by proofs 
rather than reaſoning :—he whiſpered 
his intentions to Mrs. Davenport and 
Emeline, but let them go no further 
till he had examined the other two 
women. Montague had ſtolen out 
of the room: he had flown to Lady 
Gertrude, and returned no more. 


Mazy DA RR INC ſaid, that three 
mornings 
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mornings back, ſhe got up at two 
o'clock, to come home and look after 
her buſineſs, which ſhe had left to 
the care of her nephew, to go and 
attend her ſick mother ; for that rea- 
ſon ſhe did not know any thing about 
the ghoſt, otherwiſe ſhe would not 
have croſſed the church-yard at that 
time in the morning for the King's 
crown: —ſhe did not obſerve any 
thing ſo big as a moon, or any light 
at all in the buildings; but the ghoſt 
ſtarted up juſt before her, and had 
almoſt tumbled over one of the graves 
in its haſte to vaniſh. —It looked for 
all the world like a Jack-o'-the-lant- 
horn, and the longer it ſtayed the 
taller it grew: it was all in white, 
and at laſt ſeemed to be as high as 
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the tower; what became of it after- 
wards ſhe could give no account. 


IT was now the turn of Martha 
Bradly to declare what ſhe had ſeen. 
— Five days ago, ſhe ſaid, going to 
vaſh for a neighbour, who always 
expected ſhe ſhould be at her work 
by one vuclock in the morning; and 
having heard much talk of the ghoſt, 
ſhe went half a mile about to avoid 
tie church-yard, where ſhe was ſure 
ſhe muſt meet it ;—and never having 
ſcen any thing worſe than herſelf in all 
her life, had it been two miles, ſhe would 
not have minded it.— But it was all 
one for that, ſhe morally obſerved, 
whatever is appointed muſt happen; 
and ſo, accordingly, as ſhe came into 

| a Narrow 
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a narrow Jane, the ghoſt came in alſo, 
and walked behind her, in a fiame of 
hre, that made it as light as day :— 
ſhe ran away as faſt as ſhe could; 
and ſoon after, paſſing by the Mon- 
treville arms, being near enough to 
call out for help, if it ſhould have any 
thing to ſay to her, ſhe ſaw it again, 
growing leſs and leſs, till it ſunk into 
the earth, juſt at the very door of the 
public-houſe. 


SIR WILLIAM having liſtened 
with the moſt condeſcending atten- 
tion to the deſcription of phantoms 


dreſſed up in a thouſand terrors by 
their own prolific imaginations, diſ- 


milled them to the care of his butler, 


teiling them, that as ſoon as they were 
M 3 refreſhed, 
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refreſhed, he would ſee them again, 
and in the mean time conſider what 
could be done for their relief. 


Tux haſty plan he had ſketched out, 
and as haſtily communicated to the 
beloved of his heart, and her ſenſible 
mother, now underwent a ſtricter ſeru- 
tiny, and was at laſt finally adjuſted; 
though it was with much tender re- 
luctance Emeline conſented to his 
propoſition of ſitting up all night in 
a cold church. At any other time, or 
on any other occaſion, he would have 
ſubmitted to her gentle remonſtrances; 
but now, when the peace, the labour, 
perhaps the health of his vaſſals was 
at take, the deareſt comforts of 


thoſe fellow. creatures threatened, who 
looked 


i =, 
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looked up to him as their only pro- 
tector— he was refractory, and ſhe 
was forced to ſubmit. My beſt love! 
ſaid he, it is the laſt time I will ever 
oppoſe your will. Ghoſt-hunting is 
not always in ſeaſon. The game 
that is ſtarted I muſt run down; 
but I promiſe you this is the laſt 
_ chaſe of a ſupernatural being I ſhall 
ever purſue, 


- Mrs. DAVENPORT, who dearly 
loved Sir William, though perhaps 
with leſs ardency than he was be- 
loved by her charming daughter, felt 
none of thoſe apprehenſions, either 
for his health or perſonal” ſafety, 
which had been ſo warmly and en- 
gagingly expreſſed by Emeline, On 
0 M 4 the 
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the contrary, her whole mind was ſo 
fully occupied by approbation, not 
only of the plan itſelf, but of the 
head and heart that ſuggeſted it, as 
to leave no room for doubts or fears 
of any kind to intrude themſelves.— 
One thing ſhe requeſted of him, to 
which he gladly aſſented— it was, 
that neither Lady Gertrude nor 
Montague ſhould be let into the ſe- 
cret of his midnight expedition. 
Your mother would be uneaſy, ſaid 
ſhe, from the ſame cauſe that has 
made Emeline a coward; and my 
ſon, added ſhe— a figh heaving her 
maternal bolom—a tear ſtarting from 
her downcaſt eye - my ſon, my ſtill 
miſerable ſon, from me he cannot 
diſguiſe; his wretchedneſs: he who 

has 
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has not yet ventured ſcarce to look 
at the walls which enſhrine his de- 


parted angel—he will ſurely infiſt on 


going with you; and to viſit, for the 
firſt rime, that ſepulchre where all his 
hopes lie buried, at ſuch an hour, 
and on ſuch an occaſion, will add 
horror to his gloom, and deſpair to 
his melancholy. | 


| MisTAKEN mother! had thy Mon- 
tague even gone with Sir William, 


it would not have been the firſt by 


many, many viſitations that he had 
made atthe tombof his miſtreſs, No, 
reader often had Montague Daven- 


port ſtolen from his pillow, to bedew 
with his tears that facred ſpot where 


lay the mouldering corple of Adelaide 
Mon- 
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Montreville. How could he do 
this, you aſk, without its being known 
to the family ?—I will tell you how 
he contrived to manage it. 


He had no confidant but the ſex- 
ton's wife, and even ſhe was not 
entruſted with the whole of his pur- 
poie.—T he ſimple creature had been 
his wet nurſe, and came to lament 
over her dear child, when weak and 
emaciated he returned from Ireland. 
What is the favour, be it ever ſo 
pernicious, that an ignorant old wo- 
man can refuſe to a fine young man, 
-whoſe infant cries ſhe has huſhed, 
and whoſe infant wants ſhe has ſup- 
plied ?—He told her, that if ſhe could 
procure him a key made to bt the 

Wa church 
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ehurch-door, he ſhould uſe it as a 
certain cure to charm away his grief. 
—1 ſhall live, ſaid he, if you can 
bring me what I aſk ; and do not tell 
it to any body, not ſo much as to 


your huſband ; but if you refuſe ta 
aſſiſt me, I ſhall ſurely die. 


Soy forbid! cried the tender- 
hearted ſimpleton.— He put as much 
gold into her hand as might have 
purchaſed a key of the ſame metal 
with itſelf to any church-door in 
chriſtendom ; and to do the thing 
as handſome in return, ſhe got twa 
inſtead of one made for her young 
maſter, though of nothing better than 
common materials: — in caſe, faid the 
to herſelf, he ſhould loſe one, here 

will 
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will be another to comfort the dear 
heart, of him, One of theſe only he 
received — it was enough, and he 
| aſked for no more: — the other was 
gone, ſhe could not tell how. — Her 
huſband, who had no more wit than 
his wite, believed, in a dream that ſhe 
pretended to have had, how the key 
of the church-door was loſt, and how 
they had been turned out of their 
office for the want of care: upon 
which he conſented that ſhe ſhould. 
walk three miles to a lockſinith the 
next day to get a new one made ; 
that if one part of the dream ihould 
come to paſs, they might be provided 
againft the other, which would be 
much more fatal in its conſequenccs. 
Her three me being finiſhed, ſhe 
trudged 
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trudged homewards ; but being fa- 
miſhed with drought, ſtopped to buy 
a pennyworth of ſmall beer. Mrs, 
Vernon was at the bar, and being 
the moit affable of all landladies, 
ſhe aſked her tired gueſt where ſhe 
came from, and what ſhe had been 
doing? - There could be no harm in 
telling her dream; ſo ſhe told it, 
and. even ſhewed Mrs. Vernon one 
of the new keys, which ſhe ſaid they 
were to lock up in their cheſt till the 
old one was loſt, as ſhe had dreamed 
it would be. Mrs. Vernon treated 
her with a pot of porter, and the key 
was laid upon the table ; ſo if it was 
not loſt there, ſhe could not tell 
where it was loſt. — She ſaid nothing 
of it to her old man, but gave him 


5 one 
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one of the two ſhe had left, and car- 
ried the other to her young maſter, 
who ſleeping at his own requeſt at 
that time on the ground-floor, his 
occaſional viſits to the church may 
be eaſily accounted for, though in 
none of them had he ever the good 
fortune to encounter the ghoſt. 
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